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Chapter Text 

Eda pushes open Luz’s open door, sticking her head in and looking for Luz and Hunter. 
They’re not there, though, Eda furrowing her brow in confusion, yelling down the hallway 
towards her room, “Raine!” 


“Yeah?” They call back. 


“Have you seen Hunter and Luz?” She asks, her attention caught when someone yells from 
Willow and Gus’ room. 


“They’re outside,” Willow calls, Eda laughing. 


“Thank you, kid,” She replies, walking down the hallway and into the bedroom, where Raine 
is sitting on the bed, “Got my questions answered.” 


“Why are they outside?” Raine questions as they push one of their earplugs further into their 
right ear, Eda shrugging. 


“Who knows, but they’re both out there so it’s ok,” She replies, sitting down on the bed and 
moving over a bit to sit next to Raine, asking them, “How are you?” 


“Better,” They reply, “Sorry, | didn’t mean to leave you to clean up.” 
“It's ok, you needed a minute, you know | don’t care. Just don’t expect the dishes to be 
washed, it’s not something I’ve puzzled out how to do with one hand yet,” She jokes, Raine 


laughing. 


“I'll do them later, don’t worry about it,” They assure her, pausing a second before asking, 
“Did Luz eat any more this morning? | know you've been worried about it.” 


Eda sighs, “No, she didn’t even touch it, actually. All she did was push it around, | could tell. 
Which, | mean, makes sense with the conversation we had this morning.” 


“What happened? You didn’t tell me,” Raine questions. 


“Oh, | didn’t? Yeah, | didn’t,” She realizes, shaking her head, “Nothing really, | just found her 
hiding in one of the closets in the hallway, conveniently the one where all of King’s toys are 
stored so I’m guessing whatever nightmare or whatever she had related to King. | found her 
in there pretty much in hysterics, she was crying hard . | helped her calm down a bit but | 
asked her what was up and she just told me she had a nightmare and she wanted to be 
alone and all of that. | pressed a bit but | got nothing, she’s nothing if not stubborn. | barely 
convinced her to come downstairs, she told me she wasn’t hungry so | didn’t think she was 
going to end up eating.” 


Raine sighs, “That’s hard, | just feel so bad for her. She’s having such a hard time and it 
doesn’t seem like she knows what to do.” 


“She should be telling the people who have been asking her constantly,” Eda complains, “It’s 
not like | haven’t tried to talk to her a million times over or that she’s ever had a problem 
telling me things before.” 


“You should talk to Camila,” They advise, “I can try and help but | don’t know Luz nearly as 
well as you and her do.” 


“I can try, | guess,” She shrugs, “I don’t know, the last two times I’ve talked to her she’s just 
said that she doesn’t know what to do either.” 


“It’s worth a shot, though,” Raine suggests, “I would just try.” 


“Yeah, yeah, | will,” Eda nods, sighing, “Oh, shoot, | haven’t talked to her alone since 
yesterday, | need to apologize too.” 


“Mhm, you do, but it'll be ok. Camila doesn’t seem to me like the type of person to hold a 
grudge,” Raine assures her, smiling, “It'll be alright, you can do it.” 


“| know | can, obviously ,” She jokingly replies, Raine laughing. 


“Right, right, my apologies,” Raine teasingly answers, “I shouldn't speak so lowly of 
someone so socially talented.” 


“Hey!” She exclaims, although she keeps her voice pretty quiet still, “Now I’m going to go 
prove you wrong.” 


“Yeah, go talk to her, prove me so wrong,” Raine answers, Eda laughing as she gets off the 
bed. 


“You know me too well and | hate you for it,” She shakes her head, Raine just 
enthusiastically waving at her as she walks out the door and shuts it behind her. She smiles 
to herself as she goes down the hallway, but the smile fades as she reaches Camila’s door. 
She takes a deep breath and knocks on the door before she can back out, hearing Camila 
immediately answer. 


“Come in!” She calls, Eda opening up the door and seeing Camila sitting on her bed, her hair 
back in a small ponytail and a pencil in her hand. She’s hunched over some book on the bed 
in front of her, but she looks up and smiles when Eda walks in. “Hello,” She greets, Eda 
awkwardly smiling back. 


“Hey, uh, are you busy? Can | talk to you for a minute?” She asks, Camila sitting up and 
shutting the book. 


“Of course, I’m not busy,” She assures her, setting the book on the nightstand and beckoning 
her over, “You can come sit.” 


Eda nods, shutting the door behind herself and walking over to apprehensively sit down on 
the bed in front of Camila, pausing to get her head about her before she tells Camila, “First, 
uh, I’m sorry about yesterday. | apologized to the kids and not you, I’m sorry. | had a bad 
morning and the Owl Beast just got the best of me, | shouldn’t have just left.” 


“Mhm, thank you, but can | uh- can | ask you something?” Camila asks, Eda nodding. “What 
do you mean by the Owl Beast? Like, what does it do? I’m sorry if that’s personal, | just don’t 
understand and | want to.” 


“Oh, uh, yeah, | can try and explain it,” Eda thinks for a second before starting, “Well, when | 
was younger | was cursed by- that part doesn’t matter, but | was cursed with this Owl Beast 
that lives in my head almost. It’s a beast, and so | used to drink these elixirs every day to 
keep it from making me turn into this horrible monster, but | was able to talk to it and now | 
can turn into what you’ve seen, my harpy form. But the Owl Best is- it’s like an animal, so | 
was upset and it sensed it so it was more active and it got it in its head that we needed food 
yesterday and | just- | gave into it. Sometimes it’s easier like that, when | don’t give in it likes 
to torment me until | give it its way and do whatever it wants. And when it takes control, once 
| transform I- | don’t really think right. It’s like-like when you're riding a palisman- you’ve done 
that once, ok, well palismen are alive even in wood form, so sometimes, especially if your 
bond with them isn’t good or they aren’t yours they can take control when you’re flying. It’s 
like that, you're kind of in control, you’re thinking for yourself, but it’s ultimately not up to you 
what happens and it’s easier to just let it steer me than to fight it and keep it from 
transforming and make me in pain for three days.” 


“So it lives in your brain?” 

“Mhm, all the time.” 

“And it makes you transform into, what, itself?” 

“Mhm.” 

“Does that hurt?” 

“A lot, yeah,” She nods, Camila stares at her with an indescribable expression for a moment, 


Eda worried she’s going to get scolded for using that as an excuse. Before she can try to 
justify herself though, Camila shakes her head. 


“I’m- I’m so sorry, that’s horrible,” Camila tells her, “How long have you had that?” 
“Since | was 15, I’ve gotten adjusted to it, it’s ok,” Eda assures her. 


“Still, thank you for explaining it to me, | appreciate it,” Camila smiles, “Now, | know you 
didn’t come in here for that, is there something you need to talk to me about?” 


“Yeah, | do,” Eda nods, taking a deep breath and collecting what she should tell her. 
Unconsciously she starts rubbing the stump of her arm, a nervous habit she’s found herself 
picking up recently. She just hopes Camila doesn’t notice, beginning to explain to her what’s 
been worrying her recently, “I- | know we’ve talked about this before but I’m just really 
worried about Luz. She- Yesterday she helped me out with dishes and we were talking fine 
and all of a sudden she just got really sad and down, and then when | asked her what was 
wrong she brushed me off and said nothing was wrong and then made an excuse to leave. 
Same dismissiveness this morning. She had a really bad nightmare and when | came to 
help, after she calmed down, she refused to tell me anything and | barely got her to come to 
breakfast. She hasn’t been eating well, | don’t think she’s sleeping, she’s being really 
avoidant, I’m-I’m just worried about her and | wanted to know what you think about it.” 


Camila nods, pausing a second before answering, “Yes, yeah, | know what you’re talking 
about. She’s been having a tough time recently and | wish | could give you advice and tell 
you how to help, but | really don’t know. We had a conversation the other day, on 
Wednesday | think, and she talked to me a bit about the things that have been going on. We 
talked about how she felt helpless and guilty and she talked to me about how she feels really 
guilty about everything that happened. She’s been bearing this weight of a lot on her own 
and she really refuses to talk to you about it. I’m not sure why, | tell her things and she says | 
don’t understand, and when | ask her to tell you she clams right up and refuses. | know you 
were really close, too, but she’s holding onto so much and she won't let anyone help. I’m 
worried about her, I’m very worried about her, so | am right there with you with this.” 


“Mhm, yeah,” Eda sighs, Camila giving her a small, sad laugh. 


“I’m sorry, | know you were probably looking for a real answer from me but | really don’t have 
one,” Camila tells her. 


“It’s ok, that’s why | asked, even hearing you don’t know is helpful,” Eda assures her, “I’m 
just trying to figure out what | did that put her here. | understand why she’s so distant, but | 
don’t know what happened with me.” 


“| don’t think anything is your fault at all,” Camila tells her, “She was almost exactly like this, 
maybe a bit less guilty but still, wnen Manny passed away. She was distant from me, she 
wasn't eating or sleeping well. It- It’s not exactly the same but there’s still loss here, and 
compounded with how she feels this is her fault, | think that’s why she’s being like this, 
especially with you. It’s just her natural response, | guess.” 


“It’s a worrying response, | don’t know, this is what | was like when | was younger and I'll tell 
you it ended very badly for me,” Eda sighs, “I’m just really worried about her, | don’t want her 
to get destructive or anything.” 


“Mhm yeah, | agree, | think it’s alright for now though. She’s still hanging out with her friends 
and doing things she enjoys and talking to us, even if it’s not a lot, so for now | think it’s ok,” 
Camila responds, “When this has happened before the best thing | could do for her is let her 
work through some of the grief on her own, and she’s been showing pretty normal patterns 
of spending time with people and everything.” 


Eda nods, smiling and commenting, “Especially Hunter, | didn’t know those two were so 
close but apparently they’re outside together right now.” 


“Oh, those two were inseparable for the first couple of weeks they came back to the Human 
Realm,” Camila returns the smile, “They would fall asleep holding hands, she was the only 
one he would really talk to anything about. They’re very very close, I’m surprised, | wouldn’t 
have thought so with how different they are. Well, they really aren’t that different, but still, | 
didn’t expect it.” 


“Me either,” Eda shakes her head, “But, | mean, it’s Luz. She has a knack for it, getting so 
close to people so quickly.” 


Camila laughs, “Not that I’ve ever seen. You saw a different side of her here. At home she 
was not nearly this social, but I’m really glad she found her people.” 


“She definitely did, it is nice to see these kids keep each other afloat through all of this stuff,” 
Eda affirms, Camila smiling and nodding, but pausing a second. She looks down at Eda’s 
hand, where one is still rubbing her stump. Eda drops it when she looks, Camila looking up 
at her worried. 


“Is your arm ok?” She asks, Eda nodding. 


“Yeah, it’s ok,” She assures her, looking down at it, “It’s been better, other than like, when it 
randomly feels like | have a hand again and someone is actively crushing it, but that’s been 
rarer recently. Otherwise, it’s been pretty good.” 


“Manny had a friend who had their arm amputated like you, someone who used to come into 
the hospital for treatment on the same days as he did. He used to talk about that, phantom 
pain he called it | think, he said it happened a lot after his treatment because it was so 
stressful, apparently stress made it worse,” She shrugs, “I don’t know how to help or 
anything, just connecting dots.” 


“No, that’s good, that means it’s normal,” Eda assures her, “It’s good to know that’s not like, 
a sign my arm is gonna fall off.” 


Camila laughs, “No, his arm never fell off.” 


Eda returns the laugh, silence falling over the two of them before Eda says, “Ok, I'll leave 
you to get back to whatever you were doing, thank you for your help and everything with 
Luz, | really appreciate it.” 


“Of course, I’m glad | could at least help out a bit, assuring you that | see it too, even if | can’t 
help. You can always come to talk to me about it, it’s nice having someone else watching her 
too,” Camila smiles, Eda nodding. 


“I'll be sure to come back to you if | have anything else to ask about,” She stands up, “Thank 
you for talking, if you ever need anything too, you’re welcome to come find me.” 


“| will, thank you, Eda,” Camila waves to her, Eda returning it before walking out of the room 
and shutting the door behind herself. She stands outside the door and just stalls there, 
completely overwhelmed with a feeling of helplessness. That was her only chance at helping 
Luz and the only thing that Camila could tell her is that this has happened before. It’s not her 
fault, not at all, and Eda is very thankful that she got to hear it’s not just her who is helplessly 
stumbling in the dark trying to help Luz. It’s still hard, though, it’s still a very hard pill to 
swallow knowing she can’t help her. 


She shakes herself out of the spiral she’s falling down and goes back to her room, quietly 
opening the door and coming into the room. Raine is sitting on the bed, fiddling with their 
hands resting on the bed. They look up when she comes in, smiling at her, “Hey, you don’t 
look happy at all, what happened?” 


“Ugh, literally nothing,” She walks over and sits down on the other side of the bed from 
Raine, not getting too close until Raine pats the spot right next to them. Eda then moves 
over as she explains, “I talked to her and she just told me she also doesn’t know what to do. 
She said Luz feels like everything going on is her fault and when she talked to her the other 
day Luz refused to talk to me about it. Like, Camila suggested it and Luz wouldn't do it. I-I 
know she tells me that it’s not my fault but it really feels like it.” 


“It isn’t, especially because Camila is telling you that it isn’t,” Raine assures her, putting their 
hand on her hand, which is resting on her knee. They lace their fingers with hers, a very soft 
gesture that makes her heart flutter a bit. She’s a bit embarrassed by it, too, she’s in her 
mid-40s and she’s all giddy about someone comfortingly holding her hand. They look up at 
her and smile, calmly telling her, “You're doing a really good job, you know, she’s lucky to 
have you.” 


“Eh, | don’t know,” She shrugs, Raine chuckling. 


“You know she is,” They tell her, Eda leaning over and putting her head on their shoulder. 
She doesn’t want to talk about this that much, she’s so horribly crushed by it and she’d 
rather not reminisce about her failures right now. She doesn’t have to say it, though, Raine 
just knows. They always seem to know exactly what to do, and maybe it was their hiccup 
together yesterday but something is making Eda want to melt right into them right now. They 
swap which hand is holding hers, instead wrapping their closest arm around Eda’s 
shoulders. That makes Eda cuddle right up to their side, so comfortable that she begins to 
let the guilt from struggling with Luz melt away a bit. granted it might be because she starts 


drifting off to sleep. Raine looks over after a minute seeing Eda’s eyes half closed, shaking 
her a bit, “Hey, you slept a lot last night, stay up.” 


“Mmm, I’m so comfortable, though,” She complains, Raine chuckling. 
“You can be comfortable and awake.” 

“Nope, no | can’t,” She denies, “I get comfortable, I’m asleep.” 

“That's not good for you, come on,” They push her upright, Eda groaning. 
“Why?” She complains, “We have nothing to do!” 


“We have dishes to do, come on,” They encourage her, Eda just groaning and falling back 
on the bed, laying half sitting up on the headboard. Raine looks at her sternly, although 
they're clearly smiling. They get up and walk over to the door, looking at her laying on the 
bed and whistling at her, the tone of it waking her right up. She sits straight up almost on 
instinct, but once she realizes what bard she’s debating with she realizes that was totally 
intentional. 


“Ugh! Fine,” She gets up off of the bed, walking up to them, “Let’s go, I’m coming with you.” 


“Thank you,” They sweetly smile at her, and there’s a split second where Eda feels like 
they’re going to kiss her. She’s not sure why she thinks that, but it obviously doesn’t happen, 
they just walk out of the door and head downstairs after a moment, Eda following after them. 
She kind of wishes they did kiss her, though, even though she would’ve thought talking 
things out with them would have made her less antsy for relationship stuff like this, that was 
absolutely wrong. It’s the first thing she thought this morning looking at them, and it’s 
probably going to be the last thing she thinks when she goes to sleep. She just has to make 
sure she doesn’t accidentally do it, controlling impulses has never been her talent but she 
thinks she can hold off. 


They both head into the kitchen, Raine walking up to the sink and starting to clean off the 
plenty of dishes in the sink that accumulated this morning. Eda thinks about maybe being 
helpful and putting them away, but she just settles on walking up behind them and wrapping 
her arms around their waist, leaning against them. They laugh, “Eda | cannot support your 
weight and do dishes.” 


“Mmm, you can try,” She hums. 


“Eda,” They whine, turning around and facing her, smiling, “What is up with you this 
morning?” 


“Nothing is ‘up with me’,” She denies. 


“And you're just all clingy for fun?” 


“Exactly,” She affirms, Raine just jokingly rolling their eyes. The sunlight pouring in the 
kitchen window shines on them so perfectly and they’re just glowing . Eda knows she is 
definitely staring, and she wouldn’t be surprised if her eyes were literally sparkling looking at 
them. Remember yesterday, she reminds herself, they’re beautiful but they have to be 
beautiful from afar for now. 


“What are you staring at, Calamity?” They question, Eda snapping back into it. 
“Nothing, nothing,” She shakes her head, “What are you smiling at?” 


“I’m smiling at you staring!” They jokingly argue, laughing, “Do you know how long you've 
been standing here staring at me?” 


Eda immediately feels herself blush, stepping back a bit, denying and trying to tease them 
back, although it comes out more flustered than anything, “It- My apologies I’m keeping you 
from the riveting task of the dishes.” 


They just laugh again and turn back to keep cleaning dishes, saying, “Whatever you say. Are 
you helping me or not?” 


“Mmm, no, you’re good, you can do it,” She says, walking over and sitting down on the 
bench, resting one elbow back behind her on the table and leaving her right arm dangling by 
her side. Raine doesn’t talk at all as they clean, Eda really just content with watching. She 
looks over at the cracked open window when she hears laughing outside, turning so she can 
squint out the window and see Luz and Hunter sitting just past the treeline in the forest, 
smiling at how they sound like they’re enjoying their time. It doesn’t quell the underlying 
constant worry about Luz Eda seems to be carrying around with her everywhere, though. As 
much as she can stare endlessly at Raine to keep the impending doom of how horrible of a 
parent she is at bay, it’s going to come back and bite her, she knows that much is true. But 
she looks away from the window anyway, continuing to watch Raine slowly wash and put 
away dishes. They move through the process slower than they probably could, but Eda 
understands that. When you’re cooped up in a house with absolutely nothing to do all the 
time, chores are sometimes the most interesting thing that you do in a day. She does make a 
mental note to go visit Alador today and see when her hand will be done because she’s 
really missing being able to do some of this stuff. Who knew she’d be longing for doing the 
dishes . 


When Raine finishes up and puts everything away they look over at Eda, asking, “Do you 
want to go back upstairs?” 


“Yeah, I'd like that,” She nods, Raine offering her a hand, Eda taking it and standing up. She 
follows them upstairs, going back into her room and Eda dramatically flops back onto the 
bed, groaning, “I’m so tired.” 


“Eda, it’s like, not even noon,” They say as they shut the door, “How are you tired?” 


“I'm always tired,” She tells them, looking up at them as they walk around the bed and sit on 
their side, “I love sleeping.” 


“I’m very aware, but it’s not good for you to sleep all the time,” They criticize her. 


“Nah, I’ve been sleeping this way a long time and I’m not dead, not even a little bit! Besides, 
what else are we going to do?” She points out, Raine shrugging. 


“We could clean, we could organize things, we could-” 


“Those will just put me to sleep faster, so boring,” She complains, sitting up, “Come on, a 
little nap, very tiny.” 


“Ok, ok, little nap, that’s it . You’re up by 12, deal?” They reason with her, Eda nodding. 


“Deal,” She says as she lays down in the middle of the bed on her side, holding her arms 
out. Raine grabs the throw blanket hanging off of the foot of their bed and lays down on top 
of Eda’s left arm on their back and places the blanket over the two of them, Eda happily 
humming as Raine slips their arm under her neck and urging her to roll and lay half on top of 
them. It gives her a good place to lay her stump on, placing it on their stomach so it’s out of 
the way. She curls right into them as she drifts off to sleep, beaming when they start 
humming to her. It knocks her right out, and she was right earlier, the last thing she thinks 
about before she falls asleep is how she would love to feel them press a kiss to the top of 
her head. Maybe if she thinks about it enough, it'll happen in a dream. 


It'll be better than the nightmares this Luz situation has been giving her, but anything is 
better than that. 


Raine opens up their eyes that have been progressively drifting closed, realizing that they 
really can’t lay here with Eda without falling asleep. They were avoiding it ok, but 10 minutes 
of that comforting weight on top of them and they’re starting to doze off. It’s way too early to 
nap and not mess up their schedule, so they decide that they need to get up and at least sit 
up somewhere. Eda is sprawled out on top of them, and although it’s going to be a big task 
to get her off, she’s going to stay asleep the whole time. They very carefully move 
themselves out from on top of her, cradling her head in their free hand to keep it from falling 
as they move out from under her. It’s a lot of slowly moving over and pulling their arm out 
from under her neck, but eventually, they free themselves. She barely stirs, Raine able to 
fully stand up and smile down at her, laying there completely knocked out. They’re not sure 
what to do now, though, without Eda to talk to and not wanting to leave her in here alone. 


They decide to go around the bed and into the open box of random books next to the bed, 
sifting through it for something interesting. They don’t find any actual books but they do pull 
out a photo album. They sit down on the ground and look at the cover, a picture of Eda and 
Raine when they had just met, they were maybe 15, going to Grom. Eda is wearing a suit, 


the front button undone and her shirt all wrinkled, the only thing set nicely being her red tie. 
Raine, however, is wearing a red, floor-length dress the same color as Eda’s tie, ironed and 
set very meticulously. The two of them are sheepishly smiling at Gwendolyn taking their 
picture. It catches Raine’s interest, definitely, and they begin to idly flip through the book. It’s 
a progression of pictures as she gets older, starting when Eda looks around 12 and ending 
sometime after she got King but before she went fully gray. The last picture is one of her with 
King hanging in a little baby sling, completely knocked out. Raine quietly ‘awws’ at it, but 
before they can go look at more the door creaks open, Raine looking up to see Hunter, 
Flapjack perched on his shoulder. He looks at Eda first, his eyes immediately widening when 
he realizes she’s asleep, Raine jumping to assure him. 


“Don’t worry about it, she sleeps like the dead,” They remind him, “What’s up? Do you need 
something?” 


“Oh, uh, | uh- Man, this is weird,” He mumbles to himself, “Are you doing something?” 
“No, not at all, why?” 
“Well, uh, it’s uh- nice out,” He awkwardly starts, “Outside, that is, nice outside today.” 


Raine smiles, not forcing Hunter to say what they know he’s hinting at. “We can go outside if 
you want, come on,” Raine stands up, holding up the photo album they found, “I can show 
you young me and Eda if you want to see.” 


“Oh, yeah!” He nods, Raine walking up to Hunter, who steps back so they can leave the 
room and shut the door. Hunter just looks at Raine to go first, Raine heading downstairs and 
through the kitchen, slipping on the dirty shoes they had on out in the forest yesterday and 
going outside, looking at Hunter when he follows them out. 


“Where do you want to go and sit?” They ask, Hunter pointing into the forest. 


“Luz and | were with Flapjack over here, it’s nice,” He says, Raine following him just past the 
treeline, seeing a small clearing to the left, the ground cleared of the sticks littering this area 
of the forest. Hunter sits down on the ground, Raine sitting next to him. Flapjack twitters on 
Hunter’s shoulder, Hunter holding out a finger for him to hop onto. “I'll let you down, Flap, but 
no wandering off into mud this time, yeah?” 


Flapjack tweets at him, Hunter nodding and setting him on the ground. Flapjack starts 
hopping around and pecking at little bugs on the ground, Hunter chuckling. 


Raine looks over at him, “He seems good today.” 
“Yeah, he’s been doing this all morning, he asked me to go out this morning, too. | think he’s 
starting to feel better,” Hunter replies, smiling. He pauses a second before looking over at 


the photo album in Raine’s lap, Raine holding it up for him. 


“| found it in one of Eda’s many boxes, | remember her showing it to me when we were kids, 
look,” They hold it so the album is in between them and Hunter, Raine pointing at the photo 


on the cover, “That’s me and her at our first Grom together. Darius was Grom King that year, 
| think. That was how Darius and | really met, | had just transferred to Hexside and | found 
him freaking out in a bathroom about it. | Knew him through Lilith and Eda, but | didn’t know 
him that well until that.” 


“What is that? Grom?” Hunter asks, “My friends talk about it sometimes, but I’ve never asked 
what it actually is.” 


“Oh, right, | just assumed you knew, I’m sorry,” Raine apologizes, realizing Hunter has never 
been to school before, “Well, Grom is this dance that Hexside holds, you normally go with a 
date or some friends or both and just, | don’t know, it’s like a party, music, food, stuff like that. 
If I'm honest | was not there for most of it, way too loud and stuffy for me. But the main part 


of it is the Grom Royalty, a student picked to fight the beast Grometheus, have you heard of 
it?” 


Hunter nods, “Mhm, the fear bringer, right? It transforms into your greatest fears.” 


“Mhm, yeah, well it got trapped under the school somehow and every year one kid has to 
fight it to keep it under the school. No, | don’t Know why, no, | don’t think it is ethical at all, but 
it happened.” 


“Not the weirdest thing I’ve seen from Hexside,” He comments, Raine laughing. 


“Definitely not, | was only there for about two and a half years but | saw much weirder than 
that,” They joke, opening up the album and flipping to the two pages of various Grom photos 
from that year, showing Hunter, “Here we all are.” 


Hunter takes the book from Raine and looks at all the pictures, laughing and pointing at one, 
“Are you asleep here?” 


Raine leans over to see what he’s pointing at, seeing a picture of Eda carrying Raine on her 
back, Raine with their big headphones on and completely knocked out on her shoulder. 
Raine laughs, “Yeah, | was.” 


“How? You said it was loud,” He asks. 


“Those headphones | had on were completely noise canceling, | remember Eda wanted to 
come back in and it was just too loud for me even with my regular noise suppression 
earplugs in, so | put on the big headphones and let her carry me around. Apparently | fell 
asleep, | don’t remember that.” 


Hunter looks at them inquisitively, his eyes drifting to their ear, Raine knowing what he’s 
about to ask. “Is that what’s in your ear now?” 


“Mhm, yeah, here, I’ll show you,” Raine takes out the two earplugs and puts them in their 
hand, showing Hunter, “They’re just earplugs like this, right? But they’re charmed to block 
out a lot of the background sounds, stuff like the rustling of clothes or the scraping of 
silverware or the scratches of pencils,” They explain as they put the earplugs back in, “They 


help me out when | feel overstimulated because it makes everything quiet again and those 
little noises that bother me are blocked out.” 


“That's really nice,” He smiles, “That’s like my gloves, well, not anymore, but they used to be 
the same thing for me with things | touch.” 


“Why not anymore?” Raine asks, Hunter’s face falling a bit. 


“| don’t have them anymore, they were all torn up by the time | got to the Human Realm, | 
couldn’t wear them. | got new ones | worked with building the portal and | liked those but | 
don’t have them anymore, they’re back at the Noceda’s house. | didn’t like them that much, 
they were too soft,” He tells them, “It’s silly, though, | function without them just fine.” 


“Just because you can function without them doesn’t mean you need to. | could function 
without these,” Raine points at their ear, “But | don’t want to, | do better with them from time 
to time. If you ever feel like you want gloves again we can look around for some, I’m sure 
Eda has at least one pair, she has one of everything.” 


“Mmm, maybe,” He shrugs, looking back down to the album and flipping to the next page, 
which has a couple of pictures from Grom and then various other pictures from the rest of 
the year. He keeps going, and there reaches a point where Eda vanishes from photos, Raine 
knowing what he’s going to ask when he looks up, pointing at the third page where there 
have been no pictures with Eda in them, “Where is Eda?” 


“This was right when she got her curse, the end of that same year. The next time she’s in 
this album is probably when | went and visited her for her birthday,” Raine tells him, flipping a 
couple of pages until there are pictures of Raine and Eda out on the lawn behind Eda’s 
house, eating a little birthday cake Raine secretly made her when she shouldn't have been 
having junk food. “Yeah, here. She came back to school after this but she wasn’t there a lot 
that year, especially at the end. Then Lilith, Alador, and Darius graduated, then she stopped 
coming entirely.” 


“Eda dropped out?” 


“Mhm, yeah,” Raine nods, “She dropped out at the beginning of her last year at Hexside. 
She ran away, too, vanished for two weeks or so, and when she came back she climbed in 
my window and almost gave me a heart attack. She was something of a romantic, almost 
killing her partner in the middle of the night.” 


Hunter laughs, “How did she climb in your window?” 


“| don’t Know, one minute | was sound asleep and the next she was whispering at me 
perched in the window. | lived on the second story of my parent’s house, too. It was kind of 
impressive,” Raine chuckles, “She was pretty sickly here, too, she got better. | think there are 
pictures of us decorating the tower, back when she lived there before the Owl House was 
built, | know we took them.” 


Hunter flips a couple of pages and sees the picture of Raine covered in white paint, their 
glasses up on the top of their head. There’s also one of Eda sleeping on the raggedy couch 
she used to have too, along with a few other stupid ones of them messing around. Hunter 
looks at them a minute before looking up at Raine, handing the album back and asking, 
almost nervous. “How did you uh- how did you start uh- being together?” 


Raine smiles, “It isn’t that whimsical of a story, it’s actually not great at all. After we met and | 
transferred we spent all of our time together, an embarrassing amount of time actually. We 
got really really close, and then we danced around dating for a while. We weren't even 
dating in those Grom pictures you saw, we just went ‘as friends’ even though all of our 
friends said we might as well have been together and it only got worse from there. | 
confessed | liked her completely by accident, | complimented her on the way home from a 
grudgby and somehow that spiraled into confessing | had a crush on her in a weird, jumbled 
way that wasn’t clear at all. Eda was shocked and confused, she didn’t say anything, and 
then | thought she hated me. She tried to talk to me at school, and after this smoothed over 
she told me that she was planning on talking to me about it but ended up getting scared and 
backing out.” 


“Eda backed out? Really?” Hunter questions, “I don’t see her as the type of person to do 
that.” 


“She absolutely is, Eda does not do well with communication like that, and it was worse 
when we were younger,” Raine tells him, “But anyway, she figured it out and eventually we 
talked it out and started dating. Looking back on it she definitely liked me the whole time, but 
as much as she fell first | totally fell harder. Clearly, | accidentally confessed to her | liked her 
so much. But don’t do what we did, we’re a bad example.” 


Hunter nods, looking down at Flapjack nuzzling up to his legs and sitting down. When Hunter 
speaks again, he seems very hesitant. “Can | uh, ask you about something?” 


“Of course,” Raine affirms, Hunter clearing his throat before telling Raine. 


“I- | think | really, really like Willow. And | uh- don’t really know what to do,” Hunter starts, 
Raine suddenly very worried they’re going to have to give Hunter a talk they aren’t prepared 
for in the slightest. They’re ready to redirect him to Eda, but thankfully, the conversation goes 
in a much more innocent direction, “I want to be like what Luz and Amity are, or like you and 
Eda were, but I uh, I’ve never really seen that before. | don’t know what to do and I’m sorry 
I’m asking you about it | just- | just felt more comfortable asking you and you were just 
talking about it so | thought you’d be ok with me asking, | apologize if that’s wrong.” 


Raine beams at him, hearing that he’s comfortable asking them something intimate like this. 
Although they haven’t concocted a good answer to him, they immediately make sure to 
reassure Hunter, “Don’t be sorry at all, I’m glad that you felt comfortable enough to tell me 
and you are completely allowed to ask me that.” Raine pauses a second, collecting their 
thoughts enough to talk to him about this, “I wish | could tell you just what to do and what to 
say and when to say it, but it really depends on what you feel like is right. If you really like 
her that’s great, but that’s going to look different for you than it does for me, or for Eda, or for 


Luz, or for Amity. You just have to think about what you think is right for you and what you 
want to do.” 


“But- But how do | know?” Hunter asks, “How do | know what to do when | don’t even know, | 
don’t know, what I’m aiming for?” 


“Well, do you think your goal is a romantic relationship with her?” Raine asks, Hunter looking 
up at them a minute before nodding. 


“Yeah, uh, | think so,” He nods, bringing his knees up to his chest, disturbing Flapjack, who 
instead settles on top of Hunter’s shoe. “But what if | can’t do that? | mean, what if | like, 
disappoint her and I’m not enough? She’s like, way way too good for me because | barely 
know how to like, not freak out when someone looks at me weirdly and | don’t know if | can 
make her, | don’t know, happy or if | even do that now . Argh!” He puts his forehead down on 
his knees, Raine hearing him say, “Why is this so hard? You don’t make it seem hard.” 


Raine chuckles, “It is very hard, kiddo, | make it seem easy but | spent a lot of time stressing 
like you are. So many hours worrying about how | wasn’t doing enough and she didn’t even 
like me and that she was way too cool for me.” 


“That's how | feel about Willow, she’s so cool and I’m so, | don’t know, lame,” Hunter says as 
he picks his head up to look at Raine, “She’s so strong and smart and nice and- and pretty 
and how would she ever like me back!” 


“It'll be ok, you'll figure it all out, | Know you will,” Raine assures him, “It’s all confusing and 
weird but it'll work itself out and things will get better. The one thing | want you to think about 
is if you’re ready for something like this right now, if you’re going to have time and energy for 
a relationship. It’s not this stressful but it’s a lot of commitment to someone for it to work.” 


Hunter shrugs, “I don’t know, | don’t think | do but- but | really don’t know what I’m doing and- 
and I’m ok don’t worry about me but things are just very stressful and crazy and everything 
right now and | don’t want to mess this up.” 


“SO maybe you wait on it for now,” Raine advises, “Just enjoy being close to her, maybe 
think about how you feel a bit more, and after all of this stuff is over with Belos and the 
Collector and everything you can come back to me and we'll make a better plan, ok?” 


Hunter’s expression brightens tenfold and he happily nods, Raine trying to figure out what 
they said that was so right. They just offered him help, but then they realize when they 
offered the help for. They told him they'd be around after everything is over, something that 
is probably very comforting to hear for a kid who likely isn’t sure what he’s going to do once 
everyone goes home. Raine decides not to say anything more overt with the fear of making 
him get nervous that they’re going to retract a definitive statement, just making a mental note 
to continuously drop these comments occasionally to remind him they’re going to be here. 
Hunter pulls the leg that Flapjack isn’t on top of under his other leg, saying, “Ok, yeah, | like 
that plan a lot.” 


“Good, I’m glad,” Raine smiles, seeing Hunter look down at the album Raine has been 
holding. They offer it to him, “Want to keep looking at pictures?” 


Hunter nods, taking the album into his lap but not opening it at first, instead looking up at 
Raine and telling them, “Thank you for talking to me about Willow, | really appreciate it. I- | 
just didn’t know who else to go to. | thought about other people, Luz but she would just tease 
me, Eda but from what | heard about her relationships | don’t think | want that, Darius but | 
do not want to be called lovebird for the rest of my life.” 


Raine laughs, “Darius definitely would have been an interesting choice, but he has about as 
much experience with it as me. More, actually, but | know what you mean, he wouldn’t have 
given you the advice | think you’re looking for. He and Alador are very happy, don’t get me 
wrong, but they just went into things really fast when we were kids. Not that they weren’t 
very good for one another, well, then it ended and that was bad- Their relationship was 
interesting.” 


“When did they date? How old were they?” Hunter asks, Raine flipping open the album to 
look for a picture of them as they reply. 


“14 | think, or at least that’s what | remember. I’m not positive because | wasn’t there but I’ve 
heard that’s when they got together,” They find a picture of the two of them together. It’s a 
picture of the whole group of them, Alador, Darius, Lilith, Eda, Raine, and Perry, all sitting 
around outside somewhere with a picnic blanket in front of them. Lilith is taking the picture, 
Raine and Eda sitting right next to one another, holding hands. Next to Raine is Perry, 
making some stupid silly face, and next to him are Alador and Darius, Darius sitting behind 
Alador with his legs wrapped around his waist. Raine hands it over to Hunter to look at, 
Hunter smiling down at it. 


“Alador looks so happy,” He comments, “So is Darius, | don’t think I’ve ever seen either of 
them that happy.” 


“Yeah, they were really happy together,” Raine affirms, Hunter skipping a few pages at a 
time, not commenting on anything until Alador disappears from pictures entirely. 


“What happened?” He asks, flipping between two pages where Alador is there and where he 
isn’t, “How did they end up breaking up?” 


“It was messy and entirely Odalia’s fault, in my opinion,” Raine tells him, “They were really 
happy for a long time, but Odalia ended up coming into the friend group when she 
transferred to Hexside a semester after | did and started pulling Alador away. He had so little 
time as it was when we were kids, he worked a lot, but she started sucking up all of his time. 
Alador is a great guy but he wasn’t one to say no, that and she made it very hard to. | don’t 
really know what she told him or how she spun his view on Darius but all | Know is he ended 
up breaking up with him maybe a couple of months before they graduated over Darius going 
out to dinner with a friend. He also claimed that Darius had said all of this horrible stuff about 
him, too, which was definitely fed to him by Odalia. Even though it wasn’t really his fault in 
retrospect, we were young, we didn’t know what happened and we all ended up unfriending 
Alador right after it happened, well, except Eda who wasn’t at school enough to really make 


a judgment on it. It was all Odalia’s fault though, she’s such a bi- a bad woman, very bad 
woman.” 


“That's so mean,” Hunter says, “Why would she do that?” 


Raine shrugs, “Who knows, Alador is very smart, he’s always been very talented with what 
he did, she saw promise, | guess.” 


“That's hard for him, I’m happy they’re back together,” Hunter nods, continuing to flip through 
the album. He gets to a page with a few pictures of just Eda and Alador, Hunter pointing at it 
and asking, “She went to his wedding?” 


“Mhm, she was the only one,” Raine affirms, “I feel bad, | should have, he invited me, but 
this wasn’t a good time for any one of us. Well, maybe except for Perry, he was pretty happy 
right around here, but even he definitely didn’t want to be seen with Odalia and Alador.” 


Hunter nods, quietly flipping through more pictures. He flips to a picture of Raine and Eda 
and Raine sees him smile, Hunter commenting, “Your hair used to be a lot longer.” 


“Yeah, | know, | cut that all off in my mid-20s and just never grew it again,” Raine says, 
pointing at Hunter’s hair, “It got about as long as yours, | think.” 


“| don’t like mine, | want to cut it again,” Hunter runs a hand through his hair before shaking 
that hand off, “It used to be short, it got super long in the Human Realm and then Camila cut 
it for me and | really liked it, but uh- well this happened when Belos possessed me. | really 
don’t like it, though, | hate the feeling of hair on my neck and in my face and- ugh | hate it.” 


“Why don’t you ask her to cut it for you then?” Raine proposes, “I’m sure she'd love to, and it 
would be more comfortable for you.” 


“Hmm, yeah, maybe,” He nods, “Maybe I'll ask her about it.” Raine nods, and Hunter just 
continues to flip through pictures. A couple of pages later, he gets to the point where Raine 
is no longer in pictures, asking, “Where are you?” 

“We had just broken up here,” Raine reminds him, Hunter humming. 


“Mmm, yeah, sorry, that makes sense.” 


“It’s ok,” Raine assures him, “Instead of me you get to see pictures of Hooty and Owlbert, not 
sure if that’s an improvement or not.” 


“Owlbert is very cute,” Hunter smiles, flipping to the next page filled with haunting pictures of 
Hooty, Hunter laughing, “Not him, though, he’s terrifying.” 


“He’s pretty scary, yeah, but go to the end,” Raine tells him, Hunter skipping a few pages to 
see the pictures of little baby King. 


“Aww, he’s so little,” Hunter coos, “I thought he was a rat when | first met him, I’m going to be 
honest.” 


Raine laughs, shaking their head at how strange that is. Hunter gets to the end of the album, 
most of the last few pages just being pictures of King getting older, although he isn’t that big 
in the last picture of him in the baby sling. Hunter closes the album after he finishes, glancing 
at the house before looking at Raine and saying, “Il should probably go back inside with Luz, 
| was hanging out with her earlier but | just wanted to talk to you about the stuff with Willow 
but | feel bad just abandoning her but | feel bad just leaving you I’m- I’m having fun talking 
but | just want to go back in, is that ok?” 


“Of course, yeah, don’t worry about it, kiddo. You’re not leaving me or anything, you just 
want to go do something else, that’s ok,” Raine assures him, pointing at Hunter’s foot where 
Flapjack is asleep, “Just be careful not to kick him.” 


Hunter chuckles, picking up Flapjack and settling him in his hands, smiling, “Maybe it’s better 
he’s asleep, he loves to make fun of me about everything .” 


Raine laughs, “He’s very cute, though.” 


“He is, | can’t be mad at him,” Hunter scratches the top of the bird’s head, Raine pushing 
themselves up to their feet. They offer a hand to Hunter, who takes it and stands up too. 
Raine dusts themself off as they and Hunter start walking towards the house, Hunter asking 
them, “Do you have any picture albums?” 


“| do, somewhere either in my old apartment or at the castle,” Raine replies, “When | get 
them back we can look through them, my parents loved pictures so | have tons of them. I’m 
sure | have some on my scroll, too, if | dig far enough.” 


“Willow has a photo album from the Human Realm, she kept one when we were there to 
remember our time together. Maybe | can show you it sometime?” He hesitantly offers. 


“| would love to see it,” Raine smiles, opening the back door to the house and holding it up, 
letting Hunter in first. They come inside after him, seeing Luz going through a cabinet in the 
kitchen, Hunter immediately coming up to talk to her. Raine almost walks away, but Hunter 
stops them. 


“Raine,” He calls, Raine looking back, “Can | show Luz some of the pictures in that album? 
Is that ok? I'll be gentle with it.” 


“Yeah, of course, here,” They walk up and hand it over, Hunter smiling. 


“Thank you!” He replies, starting to talk to Luz again. Raine walks away, deciding they 
probably need to wake Eda up. They’re intercepted again, though, when Alador comes 
walking down the hallway. Raine immediately notices how bad he looks. Dark circles under 
his eyes, disheveled, splotches of abomination goop that look like they’ve been there for a 
while. Raine doesn’t know if today is something special, but whatever it is Alador certainly 
isn’t taking it well. They don’t comment on that, though, just smiling at him. 


“Hey,” They greet. 


“Hello, have you seen Edalyn?” Alador asks, “Her prosthetic hand is done, whenever she 
wants it on.” 


“Oh, she'll love that, I’ll go get her,” Raine tells him, Alador nodding and heading back into 
the tower. Raine shakes off the shortness of that interaction, going upstairs and into Eda’s 
room. She’s lying exactly how they left her, Raine walking up to the side of the bed and 
sitting down, shaking Eda a bit, “Hey, it’s time to get up.” 


“No,” She groggily whines, flopping onto her back, “Five more minutes.” 


“Alador has your hand finished, he’s ready to put it back on,” Raine tells her, Eda’s eyes 
opening up wide as she pushes herself upright. 


“Really? Like, my abomination hand?” She questions. 


“Mhm, yeah, he just told me on my way up here,” Raine tells her, “Do you want to have him 
put it on now or later?” 


“Now, yeah, definitely now,” She nods, pushing the blanket off of her, “Let’s go, come on.” 


“Ok, ok, let’s go,” Raine laughs, getting up and offering her a hand, helping pull her off of the 
bed. She pushes herself upright and heads out the door first, Raine just following after her 
smiling. Normally it takes at least 10 minutes to get her even willing to sit up, so she must be 
very excited about getting her hand back. They follow behind her down the stairs, down the 
hallway, and into the tower, Raine seeing Alador standing at his work table, Amity sitting on 
the table on the opposite side from where her dad is. She doesn't look very happy either, 
and although Raine smiles at her when they walk in she barely looks at them. It must be 
something specific today if they’re both off, but Raine knows better than to ask. 


Alador looks up when they walk in, pointing at the chair he has set up in front of his 
workbench, “Come here and sit.” 


Eda walks around the chair and sits down so her right arm can go up on the table, Raine 
standing behind her, a hand on her left shoulder and listening to what Alador is telling her as 
he shows her the prosthetic. It looks exactly the same as it used to, a purple abomination 
hand attached to a dark goldish metal band that attaches to her arm. He holds it as he 
explains everything to her. 


“| was able to restabilize the hand by taking the whole thing apart and putting it back 
together, but | cannot do that again. | don’t have enough materials to remake it so you can’t 
break it again,” He firmly tells her, “It’s going to attach just like last time, I'll clean your arm, 
put on the magical adhesive layer, seal it, and it'll be on until | take it off again. | have 
something else | want you to try but I'll show you after the prosthetic goes on. Does this 
make sense?” 


“Mhm, put it on there, I’m ready,” She affirms, Alador nodding. He goes into his toolbox and 
pulls out some sort of potion that he puts on a cloth also stuffed in the box before beginning 
to work, doing just as he told her. When he is putting the hand on Eda reaches up with her 
left hand and grabs Raine’s, Raine rubbing their thumb on the back of her hand. They’re 
sure this isn’t comfortable at all, especially considering Eda is looking away from it with her 
eyes closed, so Raine continues to calmly rub her hand until Alador has finally sealed it into 
place, Raine tapping her shoulder when it’s done. 


“He’s done, look,” They tell her, Eda opening up her eyes and looking back over at the hand. 


“Flex the fingers for me,” Alador tells her, Eda staring at it a second before the fingers start to 
move, first very slowly and disjointed but after a few seconds she seems to get control of it 
again, moving them like she could before it got taken off. “Touch them to your palm,” He 
requests, Eda listening and touching each finger to her palm. “Move your wrist,” He 
continues, Eda listening again and picking up her new hand, moving it around. “How does it 
feel?” He asks, looking at her. 


“Not bad, | definitely forgot how different it is from a real hand but | can move it, that’s what 
matters,” She replies, “Now what are we trying?” 


“This,” Alador reaches under his desk, pulling out a curved metal piece with metal rods 
coming out of it. Attached to it is also what looks like a thick belt piece. 


“What is that?” Eda questions. 


“It’s for your shoulder, look, hold your other arm up,” He tells her, Eda letting him attach the 
piece to her shoulder, strapping the belt under her left arm and tightening it so that the piece 
stays on her shoulder, then attaching the metal rods to the prosthetic hand. He grabs a pen 
and starts marking up the rod, zoned into whatever he’s doing and not explaining anything 
else to her. 


“Alador, what is this?” She questions, “I am not wearing this all the time.” 


“| didn’t say you needed it all the time, | didn’t even explain it to you,” He complains, stepping 
back and looking at the brace before beginning to explain, “This is meant to take some of the 
strain off of your arm so that when you inevitably lift things you shouldn't be it doesn’t 
deteriorate the material of the arm as quickly. If you’re going to run away on a surprise 
grocery run again or move 6 mattresses or rearrange all the furniture in the house you need 
to wear this.” 


“lam not doing that.” 
“You are absolutely doing it,” He takes the brace off of her and puts it on the table, looking at 
her, “I’m going to put in the joints for your elbow, but that'll be done by tonight. I'll show you 


how to attach it.” 


“Alador, no ,” She shakes her head, “I’m looking for a hand .” 


“You're getting a prosthetic, it’s not a new hand, Edalyn,” He argues with her, “This is going 
to help the prosthetic work better because it’s not a real hand .” 


“| am not wearing that, I’m not doing it,” She denies, “It’s big and bulky and uncomfortable 
and | can handle things without it just fine.” 


Alador stares at her with a very foreign look of aggression in his eyes, “I’m the one who is 
making you the prosthetic out of the scraps | was able to scrounge up, you can choose not 
to listen to me but next time I'll just choose not to help you.” 

“| don’t need something like that-” 


“You're not the professional here-” 


“But I’m me , I’m the one who is wearing the arm and I’m telling you that | am not wearing 
that-” 


“Eda,” Raine stops her, Eda looking back at them. Raine gives her a disappointed look. She 
gets quiet, but Alador keeps going. 


“| know what I’m telling you and if you don’t wear this I’m going to take the prosthetic off. It 
doesn’t function on its own, it’s not a real hand, | made this. If you want it to just work you’re 
going to have to wait until | can do better than this because you don’t have a real hand 


anymore-” 


“Dad, stop,” Amity surprisingly cuts in, her dad taking a deep breath but stopping his rant. 
Instead, he steps back and just tightly replies. 


“That's it, I'll get you later for this. Be gentle with your prosthetic,” He dismisses her, Eda 
nodding and getting up. 


“Thank you,” Eda shortly replies and walks out of the tower, Raine following after. The way 
Alador is acting is bothering Raine, though, and their curiosity gets the best of them, Raine 


putting a hand on Eda’s shoulder. 


She turns back and looks at them, Raine whispers to her, “I want to go talk to Darius, find out 
what's up with Alador.” 


“What’s up with him?” She questions. 


“He argued with you, that’s not like him at all,” Raine points out, “And he looks horrible, and 
he’s with Amity who also looked drained, there’s something up.” 


“Well if you go you have to tell me what’s wrong,” Eda says, Raine chuckling. 


“| promise | will,” They assure her, “Now don’t go too crazy with chores.” 


“I’m going to do so many two-handed activities,” She calls as she walks off, Raine just 
shaking their head and going back into the tower, walking up to Alador and immediately 
spinning up something to say that’s not going to sound like they’re going to talk about him. 


“Alador,” Raine calls his attention up, Alador looking up from his work, “Sorry about Eda, she 
just woke up but | told her to leave you alone about it. Thank you for working on that, too.” 


“Mhm,” He hums, Raine continuing. 


“Do you know where Darius is?” They ask, Alador pointing up the stairs and turning back to 
his work. Raine nods, deciding to just leave him be and walking up the stairs to Alador and 

Darius’ room. They knock on the door, which opens a second later, Darius standing on the 

other side, looking very stressed. “You look great,” They sarcastically comment. 


“Shut up, Whispers, come in,” Darius steps back, letting Raine into the room and shutting the 
door. There’s a crochet project sitting on the bed, presumably something that Darius was 
working on, but seeing the way that it’s discarded up by the head of the bed Raine assumes 
he hasn't been working on it. 


“Are you ok in here?” Raine asks, sitting down on the end of Darius’ bed as he paces back 
and forth. 


“No! No, I’m so worried it isn’t even funny,” He stresses. 

“Is it about Alador?” Raine asks, Darius stopping and looking at them. 

“Do you know what today is?” He questions, confused. 

“No, but now | know today is something,” Raine says, “You have to tell me now.” 

“Ugh, but it’s not- Whatever, you just can’t mention it, ok?” Darius tells them, Raine nodding. 
“You have my word,” They assure him, Darius sitting down on the bed next to them. 

“Today is Ed and Em’s birthday,” Darius tells them, Raine nodding. 

“Ohh, that- that’s horrible,” They comment Darius annoyedly sighing. 

“I know, | Know, and you know, | understand completely that today is not easy for him at all 
but- mmm | don’t know what to do to help! He was up in the middle of the night last night 
tinkering with that hand and nothing | said could make him come back to bed,” Darius says, 
“And | get it, he’s restless, and it’s fine if that’s a one-night thing but it’s almost every night 
that he gets up at 2 in the morning and leaves. And every night because | am a very diligent 
boyfriend | go after him and try to talk to him and he doesn’t tell me anything . | got up 4 
separate times last night trying to talk to him, and only after the third one was | able to find 


out what today is. I’m so worried about him and he won't talk to me. This morning all he 
could do was ask me if he could spend time with Amity.” 


“He asked you if he could spend time with his own daughter?” Raine questions, Darius 
groaning. 


“Don’t even get me started on this, oh my Titan,” Darius pinches the bridge of his nose a 
second before continuing, “That is probably the most logical thing he asks me about, you 
should hear some of the stuff he asks me if he can do. It’s- It’s horrible, it’s every little thing. 
‘Can | eat?’ or ‘can | sleep?’ or ‘can | stop working?’ or ‘can | do something else?’. Things 
that | should never be controlling, ever! And | know why he asks because a certain someone 
who is at high risk of being turned into unidentifiable goop the next time | see her used to do 
that. He told me he had to ask about these things, and she would say no ! How do you look 
someone in the eye and say no you can’t eat? It makes me feel so, | don’t know, horrible. | 
feel like her answering these questions, | don’t want to be another Odalia to him.” 


“You aren't, | promise you aren’t because you really do care about him and he knows that,” 
Raine assures him, “If it makes you this uncomfortable, though, you need to talk to him 
about it. You can’t just let it ruminate like this.” 


“But what do | say? Stop asking me if you can do things | shouldn't be controlling? Because 
then he’s not going to ask me and not do them.” 


“You don’t know that,” Raine tries to defend, but Darius shakes his head. 


“| do because that’s happened before. He- He didn’t do this for the first week or so we 
started dating, | don’t know if it was just like excitement or masking or whatever but he didn’t 
do it and then all the sudden it was every little thing,” Darius recalls, “One time we were 
sitting around just doing our own activities and he asked me if he could go to the bathroom , 
and of course, | didn’t know at the time this was an Odalia-spawned habit so | asked him 
why he would ask me that and he didn’t ask me anything for two days, subsequently not 
eating or sleeping if | didn’t tell him to. | only found out because he was slumped over at his 
workbench asleep. And then | woke him up and he profusely apologized! How am | 
supposed to fix this?” 


“Yeah, that’s- that’s hard, yeah,” Raine nods, “I think you just have to be patient with him, 
he’s unlearning a lot .” 


“I'm trying, I’m really trying but I’m so not a patient person,” Darius huffs, burying his face in 
his hands and dramatically groaning before looking back at Raine, “I do not have the temper 
for this.” 


Raine laughs, “Yeah, you don’t. You almost killed me in the woods because Eda and | got 
mud on your cloak.” 


Darius laughs too, “Ok, yeah, | went a little overboard, but | just bought that cloak!” The two 
of them laugh, but the lighthearted moment quickly falls back to being somber, Darius 
continuing much more seriously, “I don’t want to do that here. I’m so scared of snapping 
even the littlest bit because when | do- ugh, did | tell you what he did the other day?” 


“No,” Raine shakes their head, preparing for another horribly sad story, “Tell me.” 


“Well, I- look, it was late at night and | was tired and maybe | got a little short with him asking 
him to come to bed but he hadn't slept in like 3 days! But | snapped a bit, nothing crazy | just 
told him he needed to come up to bed, and he- he has that, that | made him,” Darius points 
back behind them at presumably Alador’s nightstand, considering how the only things on it 
are a small crocheted rat and presumably reading glasses, which Raine remembers hearing 
Eda talk about finding for him a month and a half ago. Darius is indicating to the crocheted 
rat, which looks vaguely familiar. 


Raine squints at it before asking, “Is that his palisman?” 


“Yeah, that’s Gears, he talked a lot about missing him when he first got here, well, him and 
his kids but it felt in poor taste to make the kids in yarn,” Darius comments, “Anyway, he 
loved it, looked at it every night before bed, thanked me all the time for making it, it was 
really sweet. But apparently, the last time he had gotten a real gift was a long time ago 
because after | got a little short with him he offered me it back! Another Odalia habit, 
apparently, | managed to pry that story out of him that night and found out he was allowed to 
have next to nothing and she used to take his stuff away as punishment. Just- | don’t want to 
be her, | really don’t want to be her.” 


“You're not her, Darius,” Raine assures him, “Really, you’re not.” 


“But | feel like her. And when | don't feel like her | just feel so- so helpless and so guilty and 
all these gross bad feelings | hate,” He tells Raine the same way he always talks about the 
way he feels, where he sounds so annoyed and disgusted as he divulges all of this 
vulnerable stuff. To anyone else, it would sound sarcastic, but Raine knows that’s just the 
way Darius talks. He continues with the same tone, although it falters a bit in a way Raine 
hasn’t heard from him since they were kids. “There’s so much , every time we talk about it 
there are more horrible and disgusting things that she used to do. And he downplays it so 
badly and talks about it like it’s nothing and | repeat myself over and over telling him that 
what happened is a big deal and it is really bad and he just doesn’t, | don’t know, believe me. 
And because he doesn’t see why it’s so bad he does this stuff to me and he wouldn't 
understand why I’m so upset about it.” 


“You need to talk to him, you really really need to talk to him about it,” Raine tells him, “Just a 
conversation about boundaries, what things you’re comfortable with and how you want him 
to approach things he’s dependent on you for.” 


“But | don’t want him to hate me,” Darius says, oddly brokenly, “I- | don’t get it, I’m so happy. 
I’m so happy with him and | don’t regret any of this in the slightest but- but I've been walking 
around with the guilt of leaving him behind in that horribly abusive relationship for thirty years 
and hearing him talk about it is killing me,” Raine swears they start to see Darius tear up, but 
they don’t say anything. “I- | want to be good for him, you know? After years and years of 
abuse and- they’re my fault, too, | just left him when we were kids knowing how horrible and 
selfish Odalia was and | didn’t see it .” 


“None of us did,” Raine assures him, more softly than they typically would with Darius but 
Alador has always been a sensitive subject for him. 


“But | should have , | should have seen it,” Darius rests his elbows on his knees and puts his 
head in his hands, Raine just watching him a minute before doing anything. When he doesn't 
look up, Raine wraps an arm around his shoulders, Darius not moving but not pushing them 
off. He’s sniffling but not saying anything, Raine just rubbing his far shoulder and sitting there 
quietly. He looks back up after a minute, his eyes red and tears streaming down his face, but 
he wipes them away quickly. “Sorry,” He quickly mutters, not meeting Raine’s gaze. 


“It’s ok,” Raine rubs his shoulder, “You don’t have to apologize for anything.” 


“I’m dumping this all on you, that’s not fair,” Darius weakly counters, clearing his throat, “I 
can figure it out, and if | ever see that woman I’m going to end her life .” 


Raine chuckles, scoffing and smiling, bringing their arm that was around him back into their 
lap “She deserves it, Titan, I'll be right there with you.” 


“You know it’s bad when the Raine Whispers wants you dead,” Darius jokes, wetly laughing. 


Raine returns the laugh, letting the lightheartedness settle for a minute before dropping their 
voice a bit more seriously, “But really, you can talk to me about this stuff, because it doesn’t 
sound like you've been talking to anyone about this.” 


“Who would | be talking to?” Darius questions. 
“Me,” Raine replies, “I’m right here.” 


“But- | mean, well,” Darius tries to justify, Raine giving him a deadpan stare, Darius sighing. 
“Alright, | should've come to you, but- | don’t know, this is all overwhelming. I’m trying to be 
so many things at once, a boyfriend, a leader, a planner, a therapist, | just- | don’t know what 
to do, and you know the world has to be ending for me not to Know what to do.” 


“The world kind of is ending, and it’s alright to not know what to do even if you hate hearing 
that,” Raine assures him, “No one is expecting you to be perfect all the time, at least no one 
over the age of 16. Take things one thing at a time, if you need to focus on Alador right now, 
put your focus on him. Figure things out and then take on the next thing. Or don’t, take a 
break, relax, spend some time with Alador and do whatever you do in your free time. Don't 
drain yourself, if you’re worried about Alador you being drained because you’re doing a 
million other things is going to just make things harder.” 


Darius nods, looking up at Raine and smiling, laughing after a moment, “What would | do 
without your flawless voice of reason, songbird?” 


“Drown, probably,” Raine jokes back, “Not like you talk to me about anything to let me help.” 


“Shut up, things have been hard,” He dismisses them, wiping his face again, “Thank you for 
talking to me, sorry | kind of jumped it on you.” 


“It’s ok, really,” Raine smiles, “I’m happy to listen, and maybe I’d get to do it more if you 
actually came to talk to me .” 


Darius laughs again, silence falling over them a minute before Darius says, “Yeah, yeah, | 
will. I’m- I’m glad you’re here, | know things are crazy with Eda and the kids and everything 


but | appreciate you talking to me.” 


“Of course, | can always make time for you,” Raine playfully nudges him, “Going all soft on 
me in your old age.” 


“Oh come on! If anything you’re the old one, with you’re new 16-year-old son you’ve 
adopted.” 


“He was yours first,” Raine points out, Darius shaking his head. 


“No, no no, taking care of him was a complete obligation, none of that was willing,” Darius 
denies. 


“Well, that doesn’t matter because you’re about to gain three kids, not just one,” They add, 
Darius groaning. 


“Why does everyone keep saying that? Eda told me that the other day.” 
“It’s true! You gotta step up, new dad ,” Raine teases him. 

“Alador is the dad, not me.” 

“You're about to both be!” 

“Nope!” 

“Yes, you are! Admit it!” 


“lll admit it when | get Amity to look my direction,” Darius says, sighing, “She does not like 


me. 


“Well, | mean, would you? You leave your dad for two months and you come back to see him 
dating some crazy coven head you probably didn’t even know was on your side, would you 
be thrilled?” Raine proposes, Darius shrugging. 


“| guess not, but | mean, come on, she has to warm up to me sooner or later,” He pauses a 
second before continuing, “Well, | mean, she’s barely warmed up to her dad, so | guess | get 
it.” 


“Be nice to her, she’s trying her best,” Raine tells him. 


“I'm trying, I’m trying. I’m like, allergic to kids,” Darius says, “But you’re getting an extra kid 
too after all of this is over.” 


“Kid and a half, if you’re counting Luz,” Raine adds, “And I’m ok with it, I, unlike you, 
understand dating someone with kids comes with kids.” 


“Dating?” Darius questions, “You’re dating?” 
“No no, not dating, not- not yet,” Raine denies, Darius perking up. 


“Not yet? Spill Whispers, something happened and you're not telling me, it’s written all over 
your face,” He crosses his arms, “I’m listening, come on.” 


“Ok, ok, ok, I’m not denying you anything, calm down,” Raine chuckles, “Nothing really 
happened though.” 


“Yeah, yeah, yeah, whatever, tell me all of this nothing,” Darius tells them, Raine smiling. 
“Ok, so, not pleasant but we got into a pretty bad argument yesterday...” 

the table, “Did you get the measurements for that?” 

“Mhm,” Alador hums, just continuing to tinker with the metal bar. 

“Where did Amity go?” Darius asks, Alador shrugging. “You don’t know?” 

“To see Luz, | think,” Alador replies, Darius putting a hand on his shoulder. 


“Why don’t you come take a break? Come upstairs with me, | can show you what I’m 
making,” Darius offers, Alador shaking his head. 


“No, I’m working,” Alador dismisses him, Darius sighing. 


“Come on, take a bit of a break, you’ve been working for what, 7 hours? You can go for a 
break,” Darius presses, rubbing his boyfriend’s shoulder. 


“But” 


“It can wait,” Darius tells him, “Please, come on.”Alador looks up at him, the look in his eyes 
Darius has become so familiar with. It’s an almost vacant stare, one consistently followed up 
by tears and admission of some horrible thing Odalia has done. Darius steps a bit closer, 
careful to go slow, wrapping his arm around Alador’s shoulders instead. Alador lets him pull 
him away from his work table, Darius silently cheering that he was able to pry him away 
without too much of a fuss. He unwraps his arm when they get to the base of the stairs and 
goes up first, Alador following him up to their room. Darius opens the door and lets him in 
first. Alador walks in and sits down on the foot of the bed, very apprehensively. Darius shuts 
the door and walks over to his side of the bed to sit further on it, having Alador turn around 
and move closer. 


Darius contemplates his first question a moment before deciding to start slow, “How was 
your morning with Amity?” 


“Good,” Alador nods, “It’s nice spending time with her.” 
“Mhm, did you talk about anything?” He asks, Alador shrugging. 


“No,” He answers, Darius deciding that this topic isn’t drawing anything out of him. Instead, 
he asks him a little more directly. 


“Are you doing ok?” Darius questions, “I know today is hard but | want to know how you’re 
feeling.” 


“l’m-I’m ok,” Alador assures him, although Darius isn’t the slightest bit convinced. 


“| know you're lying,” Darius tells him, firmly but still with a soft tone of voice. Not too soft, 
though, he’s trying to get an answer out of him, not manipulate him. It’s a hard line to toe 
with Alador sometimes, but he seems to get it right here, because Alador looks into his lap 
and weakly shrugs, Darius reaching out and putting a hand on his knee, very quietly and 
calmly telling him, “I would love to talk about it with you, whenever you're ready.” 


Alador sits there still for a minute, and when he looks up at Darius he already has tears in his 
eyes, weakly telling him, “I missed another birthday.” 


“It’s ok,” Darius assures him, “We’re all stuck here, and once we get out of here you can 
make it up to them.” 


“No, | missed another birthday,” Alador repeats, his voice cracking. He continues through 
tears anyway, Darius sadly smiling at him as he continues, silently encouraging him to keep 
going. “I-| haven’t been there to do more than wish my kids a happy birthday for five years . | 
have been to a single birthday party or given them a gift or spent any time with them since 
Amity was 9, she barely knows who | am and- and | finally got the courage to leave and 
make time for them and | can’t . They’re not here they’re- they’re who knows where and | 
didn’t see them before | got on the ship with the kids and | don’t even know if they’re ok or 
anything and we haven’t seen them and I’ve wasted so much time with them. They’re- 
They’re 17 now! They’re almost adults and | don’t have much time left before they leave and 
go on their own and | want that, | really them to be independent and do everything | didn’t 
get to but | know I’m going to lose them in the process and- and it feels like | never really had 
them and it feels so horrible.” 


He breaks down by the end of his rant, Darius moving closer and pulling his sobbing 
boyfriend to rest against him, Alador practically collapsing onto him. The way he sobs is 
gut-wrenching, Darius just wants to tear Odalia apart . As much as that thought ravages 
through his head, he knows Alador is his first and only priority. He needs to be there for him, 
Darius rubbing his back and rocking the two of them back and forth. He doesn’t say anything 
yet, though, because he wants to see if Alador has more to say to him before he starts 
comforting him. He doesn’t want to fill the air with his own attempts at sputtering out 
comforting words, Alador deserves the space and time to articulate things, especially 


because anything shocks him away from being vulnerable like this. He just keeps crying, 
though, Darius deciding he needs to say something. “You’re doing a good job, Al,” He starts 
to encourage him, but surprisingly Alador cuts him off. 


“No, no I’m not,” Alador shakes his head, sitting back and looking at Darius, his face all red, 
“I’m not doing a good job at all. I've never done a good job, I’m not a good dad! | don’t know 
my kids at all, | Know nothing about them and I’m never there for them and I’m here doing 
what to fix it? Nothing! I’m not doing anything!” 


“You're doing everything you can,” Darius replies, keeping his voice calm and low to make 
sure Alador knows Darius is not upset or angry or anything. He gives Alador a beat to 
answer before continuing, “You're very limited in what you can do here. We're stuck, we're in 
a hard spot but you’re sitting in meetings with us and talking to me about it and helping Eda 
out and all of these selfless things you don’t have to do. Look at the coven heads, they’re 
useless , they’re actually detrimental to what we’re doing. But you’re helping us get to them 
faster, and you’re getting to know your daughter that is here. They'll be ok, they will 
understand.” 

“The twins ‘always have to understand’,” He frustratedly counters, tears still streaming down 
his face. “They have been put in that position since Amity was born and- and | don’t want to 
do that to them. Em used to get Amity ready for school in the morning when she was little 
because | couldn’t be there, and she just had to understand . Ed used to come to me every 
day after school when he was little and tell me about the stuff he learned about and he just 
had to understand that he wasn’t my top priority. Em just had to understand that she needed 
to be an illusionist because Odalia decided that Ed couldn't stand on his own two feet, Ed 
just had to understand that he wasn’t allowed to have his own things and had to borrow his 
sisters’, Em had to understand that when her mom was upset or angry she had to deal with 
it, Ed had to understand that his mom forgot him sometimes when she was setting out plates 
or chairs or leaving the house. And what did their dad do to protect them? Absolutely nothing 
! | stood by and let them get stepped all over and let them get ignored and burdened and 
pushed around and that is exactly what I’m still doing! I- | love Amity more than anything and 
it's so important to me that I’m close to her but | have two other kids who have been ignored 
forever and I’m just forgetting about them?” 


“You're not forgetting-” 


“You don’t get it! You don’t understand!” Alador raises his voice, shutting Darius right up. 
He’s beet red, Darius recognizing he is furious about this and just letting him continue to 
rant. “Remembering that I’m a horrible father isn’t enough, it isn’t going to turn back time and 
bring my kids back to me. I’ve failed them. Over and over I’ve abandoned them and failed 
them and forgotten them and just remembering that they're there somewhere isn’t 
remembering . Remembering would- would have been leaving! Would have been seeing 
how horribly they were treated and taking them and leaving !” 


“You couldn’t have done that,” Darius tries to reason, “You’ve told me that before.” 


“It should have been worth trying! My kids mean so much to me, they- they kept me going for 
so long, through long hours, through my horrible marriage, through having everything 


stripped away from me, all of it. And instead of showing them how much | cared and how 
much | wanted to be there for them and give them my time | let them be stepped on and- 
and now | don’t know where they are!” Alador brokenly argues, even though Darius isn’t 
really trying to argue with him. “If | just try to move on and forget about it, what kind of father 
am |?! What kind of father am | to them?” 


“You're trying-” 


“Trying isn’t enough !” Alador explodes, “Trying isn’t enough when they don’t have a 
childhood anymore, trying isn’t enough when Ed and Em could be dead out there for all | 
know. Trying to be a better father doesn’t take back what | did to them. You don’t know what 
I've had to do and say to these kids, how I’ve had to help Odalia tear apart their lives. And 
you can tell me all day that Odalia hurt me too but nothing will compare to them, they’ve 
been stripped of everything they love doing and everyone they love being around their whole 
life and if | ever left I'd have my parents to go back to or other family to see and they’d have 
nothing ! They have no family but their mom, a horrible controlling person, and me, a useless 
dad who might as well be just as bad.” 


“You're not-” 


“lam! 1am and you don’t get it!” Alador continues to yell, Darius taking a deep breath in. He 
doesn’t like being yelled at, and he’s never seen Alador like this before. He’s so angry , and 
Darius isn’t sure if it’s at him or not but it doesn’t make him feel good. The breath he lets out 
wavers, Darius doing his best to steady himself as he tries again. 


“You're trying to change-” 


“That isn’t enough!” Alador screams, the sentence just striking Darius the wrong way. He 
hates being yelled at, and he despises being yelled at for no reason. He can’t help but shrink 
back a bit, unable to mask the expression of hurt that flashes across his face. He’s 
scrambling to think of what to say but nothing seems worth it when he can’t even get a 
sentence out. He must show how uncomfortable he is too much, because Alador goes from 
furious to horribly guilty, physically backing up on the bed. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry, | didn’t mean 
to yell, I’m sorry.” 


“It’s ok, it’s ok,” Darius assures him, but Alador is already receding. 


“No no no, | yelled, I’m sorry, this isn’t appropriate and this is not your fault I’m sorry,” Alador 
crosses his arms tightly against his chest, hanging his head and folding his shoulders in. 
Darius mentally punches himself for doing this because now he’s in a hard place and he 
doesn’t know how to get out. He decides to be honest but comforting, patting the bed a bit 
closer. 


“Can you come here, Al? Please?” Darius asks, Alador moving up closer but not touching 
Darius, “And can you look up at me too?” 


Alador looks up, tears streaming silently down his face. Darius holds out his hands, which 
Alador looks at for a second before taking them, Darius looking at him and quietly talking him 
through it, 


“I’m not mad at you, I’m not upset with you, I’m not going to stop talking to you or stop being 
here with you, ok?” Darius starts, Alador contemplating it a minute before nodding. “I 
appreciate you telling me about how you feel with your kids and everything but | don't like 
being yelled at. | get it, you’re overwhelmed and you’re upset about it and it’s just 
manifesting in yelling but it’s very hard when you keep cutting me off. | want to hear about all 
of this, and if you need to scream and yell and get mad | am always here to listen to you, | 
just want you to remember that I’m not going to give you the perfect answer all the time, but 
all you need to tell me is that you just want to rant about it and I'll let you. But I’m not mad, 
ok? I’m not mad.” 


“You’re not mad,” He repeats quietly out loud, Darius smiling and nodding. He’s not sure why 
that works so well, but Alador seems to be comforted by repeating the things Darius tells 
him. Maybe it’s just hearing it out loud, or maybe it helps him remember, or maybe he finds it 
easier to say the things he does. Whatever it is though, Darius knows he got to him when he 
repeats it out loud. 


“Exactly,” Darius smiles, taking his hands away and opening his arms up. Alador moving 
forward and letting Darius pull him into a hug. He isn’t hysterical like he was earlier but he’s 
still crying, Darius rubbing his back and staying quiet until Alador sits back a couple of 
minutes later. Alador doesn’t say anything at first, Darius asking, “What do you want to do 
right now? Do you want to keep talking or do something else?” 


Alador shrugs, “I just- | just don’t feel good. | don’t feel good , like I-| don’t feel like a good 
person. | feel like a bad dad, | don’t deserve my kids, | don’t think there’s anything | can do to 
redeem myself and | know | can’t control it and it isn’t my fault that they aren’t here but | miss 
everything . It- It just feels like another reason to have my kids hate me and it’s making me 
think about all the stuff I’ve had such a hard time with and | don’t know what to do .” 


Darius nods, contemplating a good answer before telling him, “You can’t reverse anything 
that has already happened, but your kids are all old enough to know that. What | think you 
should focus on is just being better than you were before, learning a bit more, investing more 
time, just things like that. But you need to focus on yourself first, while you’re here with the 
time and the resources to do it. If you can’t stand on your own two feet and feel secure in 
yourself then you’re going to struggle to do it for them. The only way to get there is to talk 
about stuff and work through it and recognize that you'll be better, you'll be there for them 
and you'll be a dad your kids get to be proud of. They want to love you, Alador, let them .” 


Alador nods, weakly protesting, “But | don’t deserve it.” 
“You do. You absolutely do,” Darius assures him, “You’ve been through hard stuff too.” 


“But they had no choice.” 


“And you did?” Darius challenges, Alador shrugging, “I Know you feel like their struggle was 
bigger, and maybe it was, but it isn’t a competition. Amity immediately understood when you 
told her about what Odalia did to you, right? And she’s younger and frankly more stubborn 
than your other two from what you’ve told me. If she understood, they will, ok? But it’s not 
worth stressing about things you can’t fix, take them, remember them, use them to improve, 
and then let them go.” 


Alador looks down into his lap, fiddling with his hands before nodding, “Remember it, 
improve, let it go.” 


“Mhm, perfect,” Darius gives him a warm smile, Alador looking up and reciprocating it, which 
just makes Darius’ heart swell. His boyfriend is so sweet, he’s just someone who wants to be 
the best he can be even after all of the horrible things he’s had to go through and Darius just 
wants to give him everything . Sometimes Darius wonders if Alador thinks like this about 
him. He likes to hope he does, at least. 


When Alador speaks again it’s still quiet, but it's steadier than before. “Do you want to show 
me what you were working on?” 


“Oh, yeah, sure,” Darius nods, reaching behind him and grabbing the crochet project and the 
yarn he’s working with off of the bed, showing Alador the half-finished fingerless gloves he’s 
been slowly working on. “You were complaining of how cold the tower was so | wanted to 
make you gloves but | figured you would want them to be fingerless so you could work. | was 
doing this when | came in here this morning but then Raine came in and | got talking with 
them and stopped working, so | haven’t made much progress. They’re not hard, though, I'll 
be finished soon.” 


“Oh, they’re for me?” He questions, Darius nodding, “That’s so sweet, wow, thank you! You 
didn’t have to, I’m used to the cold, my hands are always cold.” 


Darius smiles, “Of course I'll make something for you, and if you want anything you’re 
welcome to ask me, too. | don’t do much most of the time, | love making things for you, too.” 


Alador looks down and blushes a bit, beaming from ear to ear. Darius notes that he should 
make more stuff for him, considering how happy the idea makes him. He looks over after a 
second, eyes bouncing from the project in Darius’ hands to various places around the room 
as he asks, “What did you and Raine talk about?” 


“Them and Eda, mostly. A little bit about Hunter too,” Darius replies, lying a bit about the 
beginning of their conversation. This isn’t the time to bring that up, not at all . 


Alador looks back at him, questioning, “How is he?” 
“Good, good, Raine said he’s been doing a lot better. They went outside together today, 


Raine said he was a lot brighter than he has been recently. Who knows, though, maybe he 
feels horrible and we'll never know. He’s good like that,” Darius shrugs. 


“He’s bad like that,” Alador corrects him, “Stop talking about his repressive behaviors like 
that, like that’s good .” 


“Eh, it’s fine,” Darius brushes him off, Alador giving him a stern look. 

“You shouldn't talk like that, you know | don’t like that.” 

“Ok, ok, bad habit, he should be more open,” Darius says, Alador smiling and nodding. 
“Much better,” Alador affirms, the two of them falling quiet for a second before Darius offers. 


“Do you want to come hang out here with me?” He suggests, “I’m just going to crochet, but 
seeing the coven heads walk around makes me physically ill.” 


Alador chuckles, “Yeah, sure.” 


“Do you want to go grab something to do?” Darius offers, twisting the yarn around his 
fingers, setting up the project in his hands to start working on. 


“Can | just watch you for now?” He asks, Darius nodding. 


“Of course,” Darius moves back to lean against the headboard and pats the spot next to him, 
Alador moving over to sit right next to him. He curls right into Darius’ side, laying his head on 
his shoulder and watching Darius work. Darius knows ‘Can | watch you?’ is an easier way to 
phrase ‘I’m too exhausted to focus on anything, can | take a nap?’, and as long as Alador is 
getting some sleep Darius doesn’t care how it happens. He also knows, though, that if he 
moves a bit too much or makes too much noise before he falls asleep Alador will shoot up 
and apologize so he’s very careful to just methodically move through his project, keeping 
very very quiet until he looks over and sees Alador completely asleep. He smiles, too, 
looking over at his boyfriend who is still a bit red in the face from yelling and crying, whose 
bags under his eyes look bigger than they did this morning, and who he is sure will wake up 
in a panic about all the time he wasted. Despite all of those things and all of the things that 
Darius and Raine talked about earlier, Darius couldn’t imagine loving anyone more than this. 
How could someone ever hurt the man on his shoulder? 


He'll just never understand it. 


Amity knocks on the door to her bedroom, which is where Raine suggested she should 
check for Luz if she wasn’t in the kitchen. The door opens after a minute, Hunter standing on 
the other side. 


“Oh,” He looks back, stepping out of the way, “Luz, the door is for you.” 


Luz, who is sitting on the bed with a bowl of something in front of her, looks up and smiles at 
Amity, a real, genuine smile. “Hey, sweet potato.” 


“Hey,” Amity replies, unable to keep herself from smiling at the nickname. 


“Are you ready to go do something?” Luz asks, Amity nodding, “Ok, yeah, I’d love to. Come 
here, come here.” 


Amity feels a little awkward interrupting Luz and Hunter, but Hunter almost immediately adds 
on, “Yeah, I’m uh- I’m just going to uh- go see Willow and Gus.” 


He’s a horrible liar but he waves at Luz before Amity can doubt his lie, Amity moving so he 
can walk out of the room. When he leaves she shuts the door, Luz laughing. “Yeah, sorry, 
he’s been worrying about his excuse to leave if you came up for twenty minutes and | didn’t 
think he was going to be smooth in the slightest. He was just hanging out with me until you 
were free.” 


“Mhm, yeah,” Amity nods, feeling a little weird about how Hunter seems to have been 
making Luz so happy when all Amity served to do was make her upset. Luz looks at her 
puzzled for a minute before moving the bowl on the bed off to her nightstand and patting the 
bed in front of her. Amity walks over and sits down in front of Luz, Luz looking at her with a 
very warm expression, despite how exhausted she is. 


“I'm really excited to spend some time with you.” She tells Amity, “I’ve been telling Hunter 
about how excited | am, we don’t spend a lot of good time together. And- and I’m sorry about 
this morning again, | just- | get in my head about stuff about you and | worry that I’m making 
you uncomfortable and stretching you too thin and everything and | just let it get to me. 
Hunter had to talk me out of it, we’re too similar for our own good sometimes.” 


“Yeah, you two work well,” She nods, Luz holding out her hands. 


“But | would rather hang out with you, don’t tell Hunter,” She whispers, teasingly smiling. It 
quells Amity’s worry, in a weird way, and it feels great to see her girlfriend happy. She can’t 
help her all the time, she knows that, and she is more than happy seeing someone like 
Hunter brighten Luz’s mood. Luz looks down at her hands and fiddles with them as she 
asks, “So, what were you thinking about doing?” 


“Oh, I- | didn’t really think about it at all,” Amity shrugs, Luz looking back up at her. 
“Hmm, well, | was rummaging through the kitchen earlier and | was thinking maybe we could 
have a picnic?” Luz suggests, “Hunter and | were outside and it’s really nice out today, sunny 


and warm and stuff. | don’t know if there’s much else to do around here, either.” 


“Yeah, that sounds great!” Amity happily replies, her stomach growling at the thought of 
having lunch. Luz laughs. 


“Your stomach says yes too,” She points, Amity laughing, blushing a bit embarrassed at the 
inconvenient timing. 


“Yeah, | didn’t eat breakfast this morning, I’m hungry,” Amity says, “And my dad like, never 
eats, so there was no chance of having a meal with him.” 


“Well, good news, | love to eat and Eda got all my favorite stuff when she went into town,” 
Luz smiles, Amity reciprocating it, although they get cut off by scratching at the door. They 
both look over before looking at one another, Luz looking confused. Amity knows, though, 
making an abomination hand to open up the door and let Ghost come bounding into the 
room, hopping up onto the bed and meowing complaints of abandonment to Amity, walking 
around her on the bed and rubbing against her. Luz laughs, “She’s not thrilled you locked her 
out, is she?” 


“No not at all,” Amity scratches her on the head, “I’m sorry, | didn’t mean to leave you 
behind, calm down.” 


Luz holds her hand out to have Ghost come rub against it, but Ghost simply looks at her a 
moment before just turning back to Amity, settling in her lap. Luz deflates a bit, Amity sighing 
and petting the cat in her lap before looking up at Luz. 


“Sorry, I’m sorry, Ghost just holds a grudge and | was upset this morning and she’s just being 
a bit of a brat about it. I’m sorry,” Amity apologizes, Luz nodding. 


“Yeah, it’s ok, | get it. I’m not mad,” Luz assures her, “Ghost has every right to be upset with 
me, it’s ok.” 


“Mhm, yeah, she'll warm up again, don’t worry,” Amity assures her, “But a picnic, what food 
are you thinking?” 


“Why don’t we go look? Come on, I'll show you some of the stuff | was thinking,” Luz 
requests, a bit happier this time. Amity shoos Ghost off of her lap and gets up, Luz standing 
too. Luz goes downstairs first, Amity following after her into the kitchen. Amity watches Luz 
take out some snacks from the cabinet, holding up a slithercake’s box, the image on the 
front showing a slitherbeast face smiling with a small, white, hexagonal cake with a smile just 
like the beast superimposed next to it, Luz pointing at it and saying, “These are so good, 
have you ever had them? They’re fantastic.” 


“Of course I’ve had them,” Amity says, although she’s totally lying. Luz looks at her 
knowingly before Amity laughs and shakes her head, “Ok, no, you’re right, no | haven’t. My 
mom said they were too sweet and they were going to make me stupid.” 


“Well she was stupid,” Luz smiles, putting it down on the counter and continuing, “Eda got 
them for me a couple of days after the incident on the Knee, | didn’t think it was funny at the 
time but they’re really good.” 


Amity laughs, “I’ve seen them before but my mom would tell me they would eat holes in my 
brain.” 


“| have holes in my brain but | think those are unrelated to the cakes,” Luz jokes, “I’m like 
Swiss cheese up there.” 


“Huh?” Amity looks at her confused, Luz waving her off. 
“It’s a human thing, don’t worry about it,” Luz chuckles, Amity just playfully rolling her eyes. 


“We need to make at least one real part of this meal with no risk of making holes in your 
brain,” Amity says as she steps up next to her girlfriend, “Also are you sure we're allowed to 
eat all of this food? | mean, weren’t we running out?” 


Luz looks over and cheekily smiles, shrugging and whispering, “Well she doesn’t have to 
know. We just won’t demolish the kitchen too much.” 


Amity chuckles, looking at the stuff Luz is pulling out and realizing how much of it are things 
that Luz really likes. Eda specifically got a bunch of things for Luz, things she can eat, things 
she likes to eat even though they might not be popular with everyone. It makes Amity feel 
less guilty about snacking on things because this stuff is for Luz. 


Luz looks around for a minute before telling Amity, “I’m going to grab like a bag and a 
blanket or something to bring outside, I'll be right back, ok?” 


“Mhm, do you want me to make sandwiches or something to have too?” 


“Oh, yeah! That would be great,” Luz smiles, heading upstairs to grab whatever she’s 
looking for. Amity takes out the bread and begins to sift through the cabinets for what she 
wants to make. Amity likes anything fairy-flavored but Luz can’t eat that, so instead, she 
decides to just make two PB&Js, which of course Eda has stuff stocked up for considering 
Luz ate that almost every day for her first two weeks at school. Luz is upstairs looking 
around for a while, Amity already having finished and wrapped up her sandwiches. Luz 
comes downstairs with a checkered blanket tucked under her arm, peeking her head over to 
see what Amity made, but it’s wrapped in foil already. 


“| just made PB&Js, if that’s ok. | knew you could eat them, so | decided they were a good 
choice,” Amity shrugs, Luz smiling. 


“Thank you!” Luz replies, “I love those, how did you know?” 

“Oh, only because you ate them for two straight weeks at school.” 

“We weren't even friends then, you’re so cute,” Luz leans over and gives Amity a kiss on the 
cheek, Amity feeling herself blush so hard. “This was also what told you | wasn’t an 


abomination.” 


“Oh, yeah, that was uh, a rough start,” Amity replies, Luz laughing. 


“Yeah, but | still thought you were kind of cute then, if I’m honest,” Luz admits, smiling, “l 
definitely didn’t like you yet, but hey, I'll admit when a girl looks pretty.” 


Amity blushes even deeper, Luz just chuckling and picking up a couple of the snacks, Amity 
taking what she can’t. Luz leads them outside and drops the blanket just before the treeline, 
putting down the stuff in her hands and spreading out the blanket. Amity sits down first, 
setting out her stuff as Luz puts down hers. Luz doesn't sit, though, instead pointing back 
towards the house. 


“Do you want me to get water?” 


“Yeah, please,” Amity nods, Luz walking back towards the house. As she goes in, Ghost 
comes out, rushing over to Amity. The cat sits down on the blanket next to Amity, Amity 
scratching her head. Luz comes back out a minute later with two water bottles, one that’s an 
old Hexside bottle and another that’s just metal, a lid that probably makes it more 
appropriate to hold tea. Amity takes that one when Luz offers it, Luz apologizing. 


“Sorry, Eda only owns mugs, these were all | could find,” Luz says as she sits down next to 
Amity, a bit away because of Ghost, Amity smiling. 


“It’s ok,” She assures her, looking at Ghost and saying to her, “Ghost come sit in my lap or 
something, let Luz sit next to me.” 


Ghost looks at Amity before looking over at Luz, just staring at her for a minute. Luz sighs, 
looking at Ghost and telling her, “I’m sorry for making Amity upset this morning, it wasn’t nice 
of me. You’re very nice for protecting her.” 


Ghost sits there, very tall for a second before walking over and rubbing her face against 
Luz’s and purring at her, Luz cheerfully giggling and petting Ghost as the cat rubs against 
her. 


“Oh thank you, thank you Ghost,” Luz says, Amity beaming over at her girlfriend. Ghost 
settles into Luz’s lap after a moment, Amity moving over so the two of them are sitting right 
next to one another, looking out over the cliff beside the Owl House. Luz and Amity both 
grab their sandwiches and open them up, both of them beginning to eat quietly for a minute 
before Luz speaks first, asking Amity, “So what did you do with your dad?” 


Amity finishes chewing before answering her, “Nothing really, Eda got her abomination hand 
back but | left right after that. My dad is great but he was off today, | mean, | guess it makes 


sense but | didn’t want to spend all day with him.” 


“Mhm, you spent a long time with him, though, that was nice,” Luz replies, “You didn’t do 
anything, though? Just watched him work?” 


“Mhm, yeah, that’s all he does so it’s hard to do anything else with him,” Amity sighs, “He 
does not know how to take a break.” 


“He’s learning though, | think,” Luz shrugs, taking a bite of her sandwich. 


“Yeah, he’s better than he was,” Amity nods, “Darius helps, as much as | hate admitting it 
because, you know, that’s so weird, he’s dating my dad. But my dad has been an anxious 
mess for as long as | can remember and even though he wasn’t great today he seemed 
pretty calm. Whatever works, | guess.” 


“Darius is definitely a character, too. | stayed with him when | was living at the CATTs base, 
he and Raine are surprisingly close,” Luz replies, “Which is pretty surprising, actually, 
considering how loud and kind of abrasive Darius is and how calm and quiet Raine is, but 
Darius is gentle when he needs to be. He did want to release flesh-eating bugs into the 
crowd at the Day of Unity but it was a desperate time.” 

“Eh, | haven't really met him, | don’t know if my dad does it intentionally or Darius just avoids 
me but | barely talk to him,” Amity replies, Luz taking a bite of her sandwich and shrugging. “I 
guess I'll have to talk to him one day, right?” 

“Darius is like, terrified of kids for some reason. He pretends to be all cool but he had like, no 
idea what to say to me at first,” Luz replies, “I’m sure he’ll warm up to you, he’s pretty cool 


otherwise.” 


“My dad likes him, and liked him before my mom came around, so that’s good for him | 
guess,” Amity shrugs, “We'll see, I’m still iffy on him.” 


“Yeah, you'll get a better feel for it in time, maybe you'll get to have a full conversation with 
him one day.” 


Amity chuckles, “Yeah, maybe one day.” 


The two of them have another couple of bites before Luz perks up and excitedly asks, “Have 
you heard about Hunter and Willow?” 


“Like, in general?” Amity questions, Luz shaking her head. 
“No, no, like yesterday! Did | ever tell you?” 


“No, | don’t think so, tell me, I’m listening,” Amity says, turning to fully face Luz, eagerly 
listening to whatever gossip she’s about to tell her. 


“| walked into Eda and Raine’s room to talk to Hunter and | found him with Willow asleep on 
his chest !” Luz tells her, Amity staring at her agape. 


“No way,” Amity shakes her head, Luz nodding. 


“Yes way!” Luz nods, “And | was trying to get him to put an arm around her and he wouldn't! 
But he told me today he ended up doing it.” 


“So are they like, together?” Amity asks, Luz shaking her head. 


“No, Hunter and | talked about it a bit today when we were outside and he said that they’re 
just friends, but he has a huge crush on her and I’m pretty sure she has one on him too,” Luz 
replies, “My brain can’t understand that Willow doesn’t just like girls, though, that’s crazy.” 


Amity looks at Luz confused, “Why would that matter?” 


Luz looks at her a second before shaking her head, “Oh, yeah, right, I've been back home in 
the Human Realm for so long | forgot you guys don’t like, have sexuality here. You just like 
whoever and it doesn’t matter.” 


“Yeah, humans are weird,” Amity replies, chuckling, “But | like that flag you showed me, it 
was pretty.” 


“The lesbian one? The pink and orange one?” Luz asks, Amity nodding, “Yeah, | like that one 
too. | like the bi one more, obviously.” 


“| think they’re both very nice together,” Amity smiles, Luz chuckling before leaning over and 
giving Amity a kiss, Amity returning it and feeling herself blush a bit, but she ignores it. One 
day Luz won't fluster her by just being her girlfriend, but that day is not today. 


“But anyway, the two of them are cute, although it’s just painful to see Hunter think he’s 
being subtle at all when he gets flustered by her, or when he’s staring, or when he’s trying to 
listen to her but he’s so enamored that he can’t hear what she’s saying at all,” Luz describes, 
“He was talking to me today about how worried he was about her and how she hasn't been 
sleeping and how she’s been so stressed. He cares so much about her it’s sickening.” 


“You couldn’t have paid me enough to think that this is what Hunter was really like,” Amity 
chuckles, “All gushy like this? No, | would have never believed it.” 


“Love does crazy things,” Luz teasingly replies, Amity rolling her eyes. 
“Like you didn’t do crazy things to me, don’t look at me like that,” Amity replies. 
“You kissed me before we started dating.” 


“You went through horribly dangerous trials to get my library staff card back, we were equal 
that day,” Amity replies, “What about when you let Hooty kidnap me?” 


“Oh, that wasn’t my choice, like anyone controls Hooty,” Luz shakes her head, Amity 
laughing. “That day Hooty also gave Eda sleeping nettles and made her into harpy Eda, that 
was crazy.” 


“This whole place is crazy, | can’t believe I’m living in the fabled Owl House.” 
“It’s not that crazy,” Luz replies, “It’s ok around here, a lot more packed than usual. It gets 


suffocating sometimes, but | guess that’s because the last time | was here it was just the 
three of us, well, four if you count when Lilith was here too.” 


“I guess, but | like it, | guess I’m used to a different kind of home than you,” Amity shrugs, 
“I’m used to silence and hollowness, this is nice, hearing people like, experiencing joy that 
isn’t blowing up the kitchen.” 


“Has that happened?” 


“Often,” Amity nods, laughing, “One time Ed put a confetti bomb in the cabinet to prank me 
and it exploded all over my mom. We sat there for three hours as she tried to figure out 
which of us did it, but she was so upset about it that she did it while covered in confetti and 
glitter and soot, we were trying so hard not to laugh. And then we had company over that 
night but she ran so long interrogating us that she forgot and answered the door to her very 
high-ranking investors looking like she just came out of a baby classroom. For as horrible as 
she was, she’s not very attentive, to anyone else it would have been obvious that Ed did it, 
but she didn’t know the first thing about what we did for fun.” 


Luz laughs, “I glitter-bombed my mom once for her birthday and she thought it was 
hysterical, | think your mom is just a cloud of gloom. Granted, glitter bombs are not really 
bombs in the Human Realm, but still, my mom would’ve thought that was funny too.” 


“Nope, my mom hated everything that made any of her kids experience one shred of joy,” 
Amity responds, “Which, of course, just made her an even bigger target for the stuff that Ed 
and Em did.” 


“| wouldn’t think they would have told you about it, though, weren't they worried you'd tell?” 
Luz asks, Amity shaking her head. 


“| told on them more than I'd like to admit before you got here but I’d never tell on them 
about something like that. Things at home were off limits, plus | found it funny, even if | hated 
admitting it,” Amity answers, “I understood how horrible being in that stupid house was with 
her, | wasn’t going to tell on them for covering her in glitter, that was funny. It’s just a sibling 
thing, | guess, standing in solidarity against our horrible mom.” 


“| never had any siblings to tell on so | don’t understand it, but | used to tell on my mom to 
my dad sometimes,” Luz says. Amity is very surprised that Luz mentioned her dad but she’s 
careful not to do anything but nod. She knows so little about Luz’s dad that she’s happy to 
learn anything, and it’s probably good for Luz to talk about him a bit, especially in a positive 
light. Luz continues, too, making Amity smile, “My mom got away with nothing , | spoiled so 
many surprises by telling my dad that my mom was hiding things and sneaking out of the 
house and stuff. | liked to know where everyone was all the time as a kid, | was so bad about 
it.” 


Amity laughs, “That’s so cute, though.” 


“Eh, | was like, mediocre cute,” Luz shrugs, “I was a nuisance when | was little, well, now too 
I guess.” 


“| don’t think that’s true,” Amity denies, Luz smiling at her. 


“Oh, | totally am.” 

“Nope! | don’t think that so it’s not true,” Amity crosses her arms, Luz laughing. 
“Only your opinion matters?” Luz questions, Amity nodding. 

“Mhm, exactly,” She affirms, “I am all-knowing.” 


“lam all-knowing, all-seeing, all-hearing! | am everything and nothing!” Luz quotes, Amity 
laughing and joining her in finishing the quote. 


“But | am not your savior, Azura! | am better than that, bigger than that, | am your end !” The 
two of them recite together, laughing. 


“That was my favorite fight of the third book,” Amity says, Luz looking at her shocked. 


“Really? That over the battle between Hecate and the Prince? That was so good,” Luz 
asserts, “You gotta admit that was good.” 


“Eh, it was ok , but Azura and the Mimicking Phor had some of the best lines in that book. 
That was the first time we saw Azura use her new powers from the spring at the end of the 
second book,” Amity justifies. 


“| didn’t like the end though! | was so disappointed when she ended up just having to kill 
him!” Luz replies, “We never got to hear what her fate was!” 


“| think that’s the point, though, that she isn’t tied to any fate and anyone trying to convince 
her of it is just trying to limit her power,” Amity explains, “That’s how | read it.” 


“Hmm, | like that a lot better, | always read it as he was the only person who really saw that 
what she was doing was never going to end well because she regretted it afterward.” 


“But she’s a biased narrator, Hecate told her she did the right thing but Azura didn’t want to 
believe it because she felt bad about hurting the people in Bolinstown,” Amity reasons, “1 
think Azura wants someone to tell her where her life is going to go but they can’t! Her life is 
in her hands, you know?” 


“| guess so, but that’s so scary too because there’s like, nothing looking out for her,” Luz 
shrugs, “But what you can’t deny is how great the Prince’s monologue at the end of that 
book is, so good, so good.” 


“The Prince is an ok guy, he’s better in the fifth book but | mean, even then,” Amity replies, 
knowing it’s going to send Luz on a rant about the Prince. Amity listens so attentively to it, 
too, hearing her girlfriend explain something Amity has to have heard three or four times 
over. Luz is just so happy right now, it’s something Amity has really been missing recently, 
and with how stressful everything has been being able to just chat with her girlfriend without 
anything else bothering them or anyone else around. Amity is not going to pretend like 
everything is ok and that Luz will be like this tomorrow, or even tonight really. Things have 


been hard, things have been bone-crushingly hard, but Amity still has her girlfriend. Her 
passionate, adorable, funny, kind girlfriend sitting beside her, Ghost curled up in her lap, 
explaining things about Azura that Amity knows already. Luz has been having a lot of bad 
days recently, but days like this remind Amity why she will always be there for her through 
everything . 


Because her girlfriend is the most awesome person she’s ever met. 


Hunter takes a deep breath as he looks at Camila’s door, psyching himself up to knock on 
the door and just ask her to cut his hair. Now that he thought about it with Raine it’s been all 
he can think about and he really wants to at least make a plan to cut it. But now that he’s 
staring down the door he’s so nervous about it, what if she says no? What if she says it’s too 
late at night? She did it last time, cleaning up the job Willow did in the middle of the night, but 
that could have been because she felt bad his hair looked like a mess, she doesn’t need to 
extend the same kindness this time. 


He shakes his head, denying every thought that pops up and drowning them out by just 
knocking on the door, Camila immediately calling from inside, “Come in!” 


Hunter opens up the door very slowly, poking his head in to see her sitting on the bed, doing 
something on her phone. She puts it down when she sees him, though, smiling. 


“Hello Hunter, it’s good to see you,” She greets, Hunter standing timidly in the doorway. He’s 
kind of tongue-tied, he doesn’t really know what to say or what to ask or how to phrase it to 
not make it seem weird. “Is there something up? Do you need something?” She asks. 
Hunter nods, “Yeah, yeah uh, can I- can | ask you for something?” 

“Of course, anything,” She smiles, Hunter taking a deep breath before just asking her. 

“Can you cut my hair again?” He blurts out, Camila smiling even wider. 

“Of course! I'd love to,” She affirms, “Do you want to do it now?” 


“Uh, it’s uh, it’s up to you,” He shrugs. 


“We can do it now, I’m not doing much. Unless you want to do it another time,” She says, 
Hunter nodding. 


“We can do it now.” 


“Great,” She gets up walking over to him, “You'll just have to show me what things cut hair in 
the Demon Realm.” 


“Yeah, | can show you, | think Eda should have what | know how to use,” Hunter says, 
Camila nodding. 


“Bring me there, I’m following you,” She tells him, Hunter turning around and going 
downstairs to the bigger bathroom, one where he knows there are scissors and stuff. Camila 
follows him down there, Hunter opening up the cabinet in the corner and pointing at the shelf 
with everything on it. Camila reaches in and starts to take things out and look at them. A few 
of them have pretty close human equivalents, Hunter didn’t even realize how similar some of 
their stuff is. When she finds the nibblers, though, she holds it up to him and looks at him 
confused. “What are these?” 


“They’re our version of uh, clippers, the stuff you cut my hair with last time,” He tells her, 
taking them and turning them on, the black Y-shaped object vibrating as the white teeth 
begin to chatter. “They’re just like the human ones, at least | think they are. | don’t know, | 
haven't had a ton of experience with all of this, | didn’t cut my own hair, that wouldn’t have 
gone well for anyone. Well, you know that because | did it.” 


Camila chuckles, “You haven’t seen the carnage on hair that Luz used to do. She cut her 
hair with a sword once.” 


“She what?” Hunter questions, Camila nodding. 


“| wish | was kidding. It was bad , she had such beautiful healthy hair back then and she just 
chopped it off, it was all over the place,” She says, Hunter laughing. 


“She wanted a haircut, | guess.” 


“Hey, | would’ve helped her out, but to each their own,” She says, looking back at her 
choices before telling him, “Alright, grab a seat, let’s get started.” 


Hunter walks over to the toilet and puts the lid down, sitting on top of it just like he did in the 
Human Realm when she cut his hair the first time. He takes Flapjack off of his shoulder and 
instead sits him in his lap. Camila shuts the door and brings over scissors and nibblers to the 
counter, running her hands under water and looking at him. 


“I’m just going to wet down your hair a little bit, ok? | won’t soak it,” She tells him, Hunter 
nodding. She turns off the water and walks over to him, asking, “Is it ok if | run my hands 
through your hair?” 


“Mhm,” He affirms, Camila running her wet hands through his hair, Hunter finding himself 
smiling at the calming feeling. Hunter leans into it more than he’d like to admit, but Camila 


doesn’t say anything about it. 


“Your hair is so long,” She comments, “Has it been bothering you?” 


“Mhm, kind of. | don’t like it long,” Hunter tells her, “Thank you for cutting it for me.” 


“Of course,” She replies, “I'll cut your hair whenever you’d like, you’re always welcome to ask 


me. 
“Mhm, yeah, thank you,” Hunter repeats, a beat of silence going by before Camila asks him. 


“So, | feel like | haven't talked to you in a long time, how have you been doing?” She asks, 
grabbing a towel off of the rack and putting it on his shoulders, draped over his neck. 


Hunter shrugs, “Ok, I’ve just been hanging out with my friends a lot. | went outside with Luz 
today and yesterday | hung out with Willow. They’ve been doing good, well, they’ve been 
doing ok, | think I’ve been helping though. I’m not sure, I’m trying.” 


“I’m sure you've been helping a lot,” She affirms as she picks up the scissors from the 
counter, looking at him and pausing a second to ask, “But what about you, how have you 
been doing?” 


“Oh, uh, | mean, fine, | guess,” He replies, a little caught off guard by the question. 


“Hm, has something been up?” She questions as she moves around his hair a bit more, 
tapping him on the arm, “Can you look straight for me please?” Hunter sits up straighter and 
looks straight forward, Camila starting to snip at his hair. Although he hopes she forgets what 
she’s asking him about, she doesn't, repeating her question, “Has something been bothering 
you recently? You didn’t seem too certain that you were doing ok, | want to make sure you’re 
ok.” 


“Nothing uh, nothing really,” He fiddles with his hands in his lap, next to where Flapjack has 
already made himself comfortable. 


“| don’t believe you,” She says, Hunter knowing he’s just delaying the inevitable with how 
he’s avoiding telling her what’s wrong. She presses him again, a little more firm but still 
clearly gentle, “You don’t have to but you can tell me what’s wrong, I’m listening.” 


“| mean, things aren’t bad , they’ve definitely been worse,” He prefaces, sighing before 
continuing, “I just feel, | don’t know, weird.” 


“Weird how?” She asks, predictions i really want to take on some ideas from the new 
episode, but i want your opinions!!! how much of the new episode would you like to see me 
write?? how close should i follow? would you rather me stick more closely or be more 
original??? 


i'm not sure at all what i want to do, so any feedback would be great!!! also the comments 
probably won't be wad spoiler free, so just be carefull! 


